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TAMERLANE. 

This tragedy was first acted at the theatre in 
LincolnVioii Fields in 1702, was received with 
great applause, and still continaes to be a (avoo- 
rite. The character of Tamerlane is said to have 
been written to convey a compliment to King 
William III. from a supposed resemblance be- 
tween the two heroes : and, in conseqaence, it 
was a custom to act the play both in London and 
Dublin on the 4th and 5th of November; the first 
being King William's birth-day, the latter the 
anniversary of his landing on the coast of Eng- 
land. 

Tauerlanb was the second play written by 
Mr. Rowe; and he always used to speak of it as 
his most fiivoorite production. 



PROLOGUE. 

Of all ibe Mase's varioos laboon, none *} 

Have lasted longer, or haTe higher flowo, > 

Than those that tell the fiime bj ancient heroes won. 3 

With pleasure, Rome, and great Augustus, heard 

" Arms and the man" sung l>j the Mantium bard. 

In spite of time, the saored story lives, 

AndGaesar and his empire still survives. 

like him (though much une(|nal to his flame) 

Our author makes a pious pnnoe bis theme : 

High with the foremost names in arms be stood, *} 

Had fought and suffered for his countrr's good, > 

Yet sought not fame, but peace, in fields of blood. 3 

Safe under him bis happy people sate, 

And grieved at distance for their neighbours fate : 

Whilst with success a Turkish monarch crown'd, > 

Like spreading flame, deform'd the nations round ; 

With sword and fire he foro'd his impious way 

To lawless power, and universal sway. 

Some abject states for fear the tyrant join, ^ 

Others for gold tbeir liberties resign, > 

And venal princes sold their right divine : j 

Till heav'n, the growing evil to redress. 

Sent Tamerlane to give the world a peace. • 

The hero, rous*d, asserts tbe glorious cause, * 

And to the field the cheerful soldier draws : 

Around in crowds his raliant leaders wait, 

Anxious for glory, and secure of fate; 

Well pleas'd, once more to venture on his side. 

And prove that faith again, which had so oft been try'd. 

The peaceful fathers, who in senate meet. 

Approve an enterpriase so just, so great ; 

While with their prince's arms, their voice thus join'd. 

Gains half the praise of having sav'd mankind. 

£v'n in a circle, where, like this, the fair ^ 

Were met, the bright assembly did declare, ^ 

Tbeir house, with one consent, were for the war ; j 
Ssoh urg'd her lover to unsbeath his sword, 
And never spare a man who broke his word. 
Thus fir'd, the brave on to the danger j^ress ; "} 

Their arms were crown'd abroad with just success, > 
And blest at home with beauty and with peace. J 



DRAMATIS PERSONS, 

At originally acted in LincoMt-inn Fields. 

Tamerlane Mr. Betterton. 

Moneset Mr. Powell. 

Axalla Mr. Booth. 

Omar Mr. Freeman. 

Stratocles Mr. Pack. 

Prince of' Tanais Mr. Fieldhoase. 

Mirvan Mr. Gorj. 

Zama ^ Mr. Husbands. 

Bt^axet Mr. Verbrnggeu. 

Holy Mr. Baily. 

Dervite Mr. Arnold. 

Selima Mrs. Barrj.^ 

Arpatia Mrs. Bracegirdle. 



Drury Lan«, 1816* Covenl GarSen, 1S». 

Tamerlane .... Mr. Pope. Mr. H. Siddoiis. 

Mane*et Mr. Rae. Mr. H. Johnstone. 

Axalla Mr. Wallack. Mr. Brunton. 

Omar Mr. R. Phillips. Mr. Cory. 

Stratoclet Mr. Barnard. Mr. Glaremont. 

Prince cf Tanait . Mr. Coveuey. Mr. Beverly. 

Mirvan Mr. Ebsworlb. Mr. Williams. 

2^ama . Mr. Cooke. Mr. dirties. 

Bo^'oset Mr. Kean. Mr. Cooke. 

Haly Mr. Kent Mr. Aikins. 

Dervite Mr. Powell. Mr. Chapman. 

Selima Miss L. Kelly. Mrs. H. Siddons. 

Arpatia Mrs. Barlley. Mrs. Litchfield. 

. Guards, Mutes, and Attendants, 

SCENE-^The Camps rf Taherlane, near Angorim 
in Gcdatia, 



ACT THE FIRST. 




SCENE I. Before Tamerlane's Tent. 

The Prince rf Tanais, Zama, and Mirvan, dii- 
covered. 

Prince. UAiLtotheson! firoaiwhoieretiiniiog'Jigfal 
The oheerfol soldier's aruis new lustre lake, 
To deck the pomp of battle. Oh, my friends I 
Was ever such a jj^lorioas face of war ? 
See, from this height, how all Galalia's plains 
With nations munberless are coTer'd o'er; 
Who, like a delage, hide the face of earth. 
And leaTe no object in the vast horison, 
fiat glitt'ring arms and skies. 

Zama. Our Asian world 
Prom this important daj expects a lord ; 
This day they hope an end of all their woea, 
Of tyranny, of bondage, and oppression. 
From our yictorions emp'ror, Tamerlane. 

Mir. Hear yon of UajaKt? 

Prince. LAte in the evening 
A slave of near attendanoe on his person 
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'Soap'd to oor camp. From faim we leAni'd, Uie tyrant, 

With rage redoubled^ for the fi^lit prepares; 

Some accidental passion fires ins breast 

^JLioYe, as 'tis thought, for a fair Grecian captive). 

And adds nev horror to his native fury. 

Bui see his fate! llie mightj Tamerlane 

Comes, lil(e the proxy of inquiring heav'n, 

To judge, and to redress. IFUmrUk of Trumpets. 

Enter Tambalanp. 

Tarn. Yet, yet t^ little, and destnictiye slaughter 
Shall rage around, and roar this beauteous prospect 
Pass but an hour, wiiich stands betwixt the lives 
X)f thousands and eternity, what change 
Shall hasty death make in yon glittering plain ? 
Oh, thou fell monster, war! that in a moment 
Lay'st waste the noblest part of the creation, • 
The boast and masterpiece of the great maker. 
That wears in vain tli impression of his image^ 
Unprivileg'd from theC;. 
Hefdth to our friends, and to onr arms saccess! 

[To the Prince, Zama, and Mirvan, 
/Soch as the cause for which we fight deserve^. 

Pripce, Nor can we ask beyond what lieaven bestows. 
Preventing still our wishes. See, great sir, 
The nnivemal joy yonr soldiers wear, 
Ooien of prosp'roos battle^ 
Impatient of toe tedioos night, in arms 



Watchful they stood, expecting op'niog day; 
And now are hardly by ineir Iraders held 
From darting on the foe. 



Tarn. Yes, prince, 1 mean to giva a loose to war. 
This morn Ajuilla, 'With my Parwian Jione, 
Arrives to join me. He who, like a storm, 
Swept with bis flying squadrons all the plain 
fielween Angoria's walls and yon tall moGntains, 
That seem to reach the cloads ; and now he cooies, 
lioaden with spoils and conquest, to m^ aid. 

IFUmruh of Trumpeii, 

^^tma. These. tminpels speak bis preseQce, 



SCENE 1. TAMERLAHE. 9 

Enter Ax ALL A, who kneels to Tambrlams. 

Tarn. Welcome ! tlioa worthy partner of nij laurels, 
Tboa brother of my choice, a band more sacred 
Than nature's brittle tie. By holy friendship, 
Cl<Mry and fame stood still for thy arriral ; 
My Bonl seem'd wantin|^ in its better half. 
And langoish'd for thy absence. 

AxaL My emperor! My ever royal master! 
To whom my secret sogi more lowly ben^s, 
Than forms of outward worship can ei^ press: 
How poorly does your soldier pay this goodness^ 
Who wears liis every hour of life out for you! 
Yet 'tis his ail, and what he has he offers; 
Nor now disdain t' accept the gift he brings, 

Mnter Ssliua, Moneses, Stratocles, Prwrnert ; 
Guard, Mutes, 4^. 
That earnest of your fortune. See^ my lord, 
The noblest prize that ever grao'd my arms i 

Approach, my fair 

Tarn. This is indeed to conquer. 
And well to be rewarded for tliy conquest; 
- The bloom of op'ning flowers, unsollied bcwnty, 
JSoftness, and sweetest innocence she wears, 
And looks like nature in the world's first spring. 

But say, Axalla 

Sel. Most renown'd in war, [Kneeling to Tarn. 

Jjook with compassion on a captive maid. 



Though born of hostile blood ; nor let my birth, 
Deriv'd from Bajazet, prevent that mercy 
Which every subject of your fortune finds. 
War is the province of ambitious man. 
Who tears the miserable world for empire ; 
Whilst our weak sex, ineanable of wrong, 
On either side claims privilege of safety. 
Tom. [Raising her] Rise, royal maid ! the pride of 
lianghty pow'r 
Pays homage, not receives it, from the fair. 
Thy angry father fiercely calls me forth. 
And arges me nnwiUivgly to arms. ' 
Yet though onr frowning battles mesaoe death 
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And mortal oonOiol, think not that we hold 

Thj ionocence and virtue as oar foe. 

Here, till the fate of Asia is decided, 

In safety staj. To-morrow is your own. 

Nor fi^rieve for who may oonqoer, or who lose ; 

Fortune on either side shall wait thy wishes. 

Sel, Where shall my wonder and my praise be^r 
From the successful labours of thy arras; 
Or from a theme more soft and foil of peace. 
Thy mercy and thy n^entlenessP Oh, Tamerlane! 
What can 1 pay thee for this noble usage. 
But grateful praise? So heav'n itself is paid. 
Give peace, je powers above, peace to mankind ; 
Nor let my father wage une<|ual war 
Against the force of such united virtues. 

Tarn. Heav'n hear thy pious wish ! Bpt sin6« onr 

prospect 
Looks darkly on futarity, till late 
Determine for us, let thy beauty's safety 
Be my Axalla's care; in whose glad e^es 
I read what joy the pleasing service gives him. 
Is there amongst thy other prisoners aught 
Worthy our knowledge? [To AxflUa. 

AxaC That brave man, my lord, [Pinnts to Monesei* 
With long resistance held the combat doubtful. 
His party, pressed with numbers, soon grew faint, 
And would have left their charge an easy prey ; 
Whilst he alone, undaunted at the odds, 
Thoug^h hopeless to escape, fought well and firmly ; 
Nor yielded till, o'ermatch'd by many hands, 
He seem'd to shame our conquest, while he own'd it. 

Toffi. Thou«peak'st him as a soldier should a soldier. 
Just to the worth he finds. I would not war [To Mon. 
With aught that wears thy virtuous stamp of greatness. 
Thy habit speaks thee Christian ; na^, yet more. 
My soul seems pleased to take acquaintance with thee. 
As if ally'd to thine : perhaps 'tis sympathy 
Of honest minds; like strings wonnd up in music. 
Where, by one touch, both utter the same harmonj. 
Why art thou then a friend to Bigaaet? 
And why my eneraj ? 
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Man, If boniM witdom 
Coold poiot out erVj aotion of our Utm, 
And sa^, « Let it be tboe, in spite of fete 
Or partial fortune/' then 1 haa not been 
The wretch I am. 

Tarn, The brare OMet ev'ry accident 
With equal minds. Ttiink nobler of thj foM, 
Than to account thj chance in war an eril. 

Afon. Far, far from that: I rather bold it gricrove 
That 1 was foro'd e^'n but to seem joor enemy ; 
Nor think the baseness of a TanquishM slaTO 
Moves me to flatter for precarious life. 
Or ilUbooght freedom, when I swear bj heav'n. 
Were I to choose from all mankind a masler. 
It should be Tamerlane. 

7am. A noble freedcmi 
Dwells with the brave, unknown to lanminf s jcophaols, 
Aiid claims a privilc^ of bemg belicT'd. 
I lake thj praise as earnest of my friendship. 

Man. Still yoo prevent the homace t shonld ofier. 
Oh, ro^ai sir! let mv misfortunes plead, 
And wipe awaj the hostile mark I wore. 
I was, when not long since my fortune hail'd me, 
Bless'd to mj wish ; I was the prince Moneses, 
Bom and bred np to greatness: witness the blood. 
Which, through successive heroes' veins, ally'd 
To onr Greek emjperors, roll'd down to me. 
Feeds the bright name of glorj in my heart. 

Tarn, Ev'n that, that princely lie, should bind thee 
If virtue were not metre than all alliance. [to me, 

Jlfon. 1 have a sister, ^oh, severe remembrance!) 
Onr noble house's, nay, iier sex's pride ; 
Nor think my tongue too lavish, if I speak her 
Fair as the fiune ot virtue, and yet chaste 
As its cold precepts ; wise beywid her sex 
And blooming youth ; soft as forgiving mercy. 
Yet greatly brave and jealous for her honour : 
Such as she was, to say I barely lov'd her. 
Is poor to my soul's meaning. From our infancy 
There grew a matoal lenderiMsa between us, 
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1111 not loiif since her vows were kindly pHgihted 
To a yoQDg lord, Ibe eqaal of ber birth. 
The happj day was tix*a, and now approaohing. 
When faithless fiajazet (^opon whose honour. 
In solemn treaty giv'n, Ine Greeks depended) 
, With sudden war broke in upon the country. 
Secure of peace, and for defence unready. 

Tarn. Let majesty no more be held diTine, 
Since kingfr, who are call'd god&, profane tbemselres. 

Mon^ Among the wretches, whom tint deluge swept 
Away to slavery, myself and sister. 
Then passing near the frontiers to the court 
^Which waited for her nuptials), were surprised. 
And made the captives of the tyrant's pow r. 
Soon as we reach'd his court, we found^ our asage, 
Beyond what we expected, fair and noble ', 
Twas then the storm of your victorious arms 
Look'd black, and seem'd to threaten, when he pressed 
(By oft repeating instances) to draw [me 

My sword for him : but when he found my soul 
Disdain'd his purpose, he more fiercely told me, 
That my Arpasia, my lov'd sister's fate. 
Depended on my courage shown for him. 
I had long learu'd to hold myself at nothing ; 
But for her sake, to ward the blow from her, 
I bound my service to the man I hated. 
Six days are pass'd since, by the sultan's order, 
1 left the pledge of m^ return behind. 
And went to guard this princess to his camp : 
The rest the brave Axalla's fortune tells you. 

Tarn. Wisely the tyrant strove to prop his cause. 
By leaguing with thy virtue; but just heav'n 
lias torn thee from his side, and left him naked 
To the avenging bolt that drives upon him. 
Forget the name of captive, [Gives him his Sword] and 

I wish 
I could as well restore that fair one's freedom, 
Whose loss hangs heavy on thee : yet, ere night, 
Perhaps, we may deserve thy friendship nobler ; 
Th' approaching storm may cast thy shipwreok'd wealth 
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Back to thy ftrms : till that be past, rinoe war 
(Though in the justent caose) is ever doabirol, 
I will not ask thy sword to aid my victory, 
Lest it sboald hart that hostage of thj valoor 
Oor common foe detains. 

Man. Let Bajacet 
Belid to bis joke repining^ slaves bj force ^ 
YoQ, sir, have foand a nobler way to empire, 
Lord of the willing world. 

Tarn, Haste, my Axalla, to dispose with safely 
The beaateoQS charge, and on tlie foe revenge 
The pain which absence gives ; thy other care, 
Honoar and arms, now summon thy attendanoe. 
Now do thy offioe well, my soul ! Remember 
Thy cause, the cause of heav*n and injnHd earth: 
Oh, thoa Supreme! if thy great spirit warms 
My glowing breast, and fires my sonl to arms; 
Cprant that my sword; assisted by thy powV, "} 

This day may peace and happiness restore, 5* 

That war and lawless rage may vex the world no more, j 
{Jimirkh of Trumpettl Exeunt. 



ACT THE SB€;OND. 




SCBNB I. Tambrlane's Camp. 

Enter Moneses. 
Mm, The dretdfiil busioess of the war is o'er; 
And slaagliter, that from jester mom till ev'n, 
With giant steps, pass'd stridina; o'er the field, 
Besmear'd and horrid with the blood of nations. 
Now wearj sits among the mang^led heaps. 
And slnmliers o'er her prej ; while from this camp 
The oheerfal sounds of liotory and Tamerlane 
Beat the high arch of heav'n. 

Enter Stratoclbs. 
MjStratoclesI 

Most happily retnm'd ; might I belieTo 
Thoa bnng'st me any jojr 

Stra, With my best diligence. 
This night, 1 have inquir'd of what concerns yotu 
Scarce was the son, who shone apon the horror 
Of the past day, sank to the western < 
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l^lioo, bj permiMion from the priooe Axallft* 
1. mix'd amoDg tbe tumult of the warriori 
Retarning^from tlie battle : here a troop 
Of hardy Partbians, red with honest wounds, 
ConfessM the conquest they had well deserr'd : 
There a dejected crew of wretched captirei 
FoUow'd sadly after 

Tbe baoghty Tictor*s heels. But that which fully 
Crown'a tbe success of Tamerlane, was Bajaaet, 
Fall'Dy like the proud archangel, from the bBigfal 
Where once (cT'n next to majesty divine) 
Entbron'd be sat, down to the vile descent 
And lowness of a slare : bat, oh ! to speak 
The rage, the fierceness, and the indignation. 
It bars all words, and euts description short. 

Man. Then he is fall'n ! that comet, which on high 
Portended ruin ; he has spent his blaxe, 
And shall distract the world with fears no more. 
But say, my friend, wbat hear'st thou of Arpasia? 
For there my tboaghts, my er'ry care is centered. 

Stra, Though on that purpose still I bent my searcli^ 
Yet nothing certain could I gain, but this : 
That in the pillage of the solten's tent 
Some women were made prisoners, who this morning 
Were to be offered to the emp*ror*s view. 
Their names and qualities, though oft inquiring, 
I could not learn. 

Mm. Then must my soul still labour 
Beneath uncertainty and anxious doubt. 

Stra. Twas said, not fisr from hence 
The captives were to wait tbe emp'ror's passage. 

Man. Haste we to find the place. On, my Arpasia! 
Shall we then meet? 

When th;2r lov'd sight shall bless my eyes again, "j 
Then I will own I ought not to complain, V 

Since that sweet hour is worth whole years of pain. 3 

(Exeunt. 



36 TAMERLANE. ACT 2. 

SCBNB II. Th€ Intide of a magnificent Tmt, 

Flourish. Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince o^Tanais^ 

Zama, Mir van, Soldiers, and AttendantSy disco^ 

vered' 

Axal, From this aospioious daj the Parthian iiAiii« 
Shall date its birth of empire, aud extend; . 
Ev'n from the dawning east to otmost Thule, 
The limits of iU sway. 

Prince. Nations unknown, 
Where yet the Roman eagles never flew, 
Shall pay their homage to victorious Tamerlane ; 
Bend to his valour and superior virtue, 
And own that conquest is not giv'n by chance, 
Bntj bound by fiUal and resistMSS merit. 
Waits on his arms. 

Tarn. It is too much : you dress me. 
Like an usurper, in the borrowed attributes 
Of injur'd heav'n. Can we call conquest ours? 
Shall man, this pigmy, with a giant's pride, 
"Vaunt of himself, and say, ** Thu have I done this?" 
Oh, vain pretence to ^preatness! Like the moon, 
We borrow all the brightness which we boast; 
Dark in ourselves and useless. If that hand 
That rules the &te of battles, strike for us, . 
Grown us with &me, and gild our clay with honour, 
Twere most ungrateful to disown the benefit, 
And arrogate a praise wh^ch is not ours. 

Axdl, With such unshaken temper of the soul 
To bear the swelling tide of prosp'rous fortune, 
Is to deserve that fortune : in adversity. 
The mind grows toujj^h by buffeting tlie tempest. 
Which, in success dissolving, sinks to ease, 
And loses all her firmness. 

Tam. Oh, Axalla! 
Gould I forget I am a man, as thon art. 
Would not the winter*s cold, or summer's heat. 
Sickness, or thirst and hnn^^er, all the train 
Of nature's dam'rous appetites, asserting 
An equal right in kings and common men, 
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Reprove me daily ?— No— if I bout of maghU 
Be it to have been heav'n'a happv inttnunaoty 
Tbe means of good to all mj felfoir creataret: 
This is a king's best praise. 

Enter Omar. 

Omar. Honour and fame [Bows to Tamerlane. 

For ever wait the emp*ror! May our prophet 
Give him ten thousand thousand days of life. 
And ev'ry day like this! The captive sultan, 
Fieroe in his bonds, and at his fate repining* 
Attends your sacred will. 

Tarn. Lit him approach. 

Flourish of Trumpets. Enter Bajazbt, Guordf, ami 

Soldiers, 
When I Surrey the ruins of this field. 
The wild destruction which thy fierce ambition 
Has dealt among mankind (so many widows 
And helpless orphans has thy battle made, 
That half our eastern world this day are mourners). 
Well may I, in behalf of heav'n and earth. 
Demand Trora thee atonement for this wrong. 

Btff. Make thy demand to those that own thy powV ; 
Know I am still beyond it ; and Uiough fortune 
(Corse on that changeling deity of fools!) 
Has stripp'd me of the train and pomp of greatness, 
That outside of a king, yet still my soul, 
FixM high, and of itself alone dependent. 
Is ever nee and royal, and ev'n now. 
As at the head of battle, does defy thee. 
I know what pow'r tbe chance of war has giv'n. 
And dare thee to the use on't. This vile speeching, 
Ttiis after-game of words, is what most irks me j 
Spare that, and for the rest His equal aU~— 
Be it as it may. 

Tam, Well was it for the world. 
When on their borders neighbouring princes met. 
Frequent in friendly parle, by cool debates 
Preventing wasteful war; such should our meebng 
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I woold hare Uv|^ht thy neek to know my weight. 
And mounted from that footstool to my saddle : 
Then, when thy daily servile task was done, 
1 woold have oag'd thee, for the soom of slaves. 
Till tboo hadst begg'd to die ; and ev'n that meroy 
I had denjjrM thee. Now tho« know'st my mind. ' 
And question me no further. 

7am. Well dost thoo teach me 
What justice should exact from tliee. Mankind, 
With one consent, cry out for vengeance on thee ; 
Loudly^ thev call to cut off this league -breaker. 
This wild destroyer from the face of earth. 

Bqj, Do it, and rid thy shaking soul at once 
Of its worst fear. 

Tarn* Whv slept the thunder 
That should nave arm'd the idol ddty. 
And giv'n thee pow/r, ere yester son was set. 
To shake the soul of Tamerlane. Hadst thoo an arm 
To make thee fear'd, thoo shooldst have prov'd it on 

me. 
Amidst the sweat and blood of yonder field. 
When through the tumult of the war I sought thee, 
Fenc'd in with nations. 

Bqf. Corse upon the stars. 
That fated us to different scenes of slaughter! 
Oh! coold my sword have met thee 

2am. Thoo hadst then. 
As now, been in my powV, and held thy life 
Dependent on my gilt.— -Yes, Bajazet, 
1 bid thee Uve ; [l%ey tmke of Bwaet*s Ckam$, 

May more, couldst thoo forget thy brotal fierceness. 
And form thyself to manhood, I woold bid thee 
Live, and be still a king, that thoo may'st learn 
What man shoold be to man, in war rememb'ring 
The common tie and brotherhood of kind. 
This roval tent, with such of thy domestics 
As can be foond, shall wait upon thy service; 
Nor will I use my fortune to denuind 
Hard terms of peaoe, hot soch as thoo oiay'st offer 
With honour, i with honoor may receive. 
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Big, Ha! saj'st thou— Bo~«oar proplMfB TenfotM* 
blast ine, 
If thoa shall boj vy frieodship with thj empire. 
DamoatioD oo tbee! thou smooth fawning talker I 
Give me again mj chains, that I may etirse thee, 
And gratify my rage : or, if thou wilt 
Be a yaio fool, and plaj with thy perdition. 
Remember Vm thy foe, and hale thee deadly. 
Thy folly oo thy head! 

Tam. Be still my foe. 
Great minds, like beay'n, are pleas'd in doing good, 
Though the nngratefnl subjects of their fayomrs 
Are barren in return. Virtue still does 
With scorn the mercenary world regard, 
Where abject souls do good, and hope reward : 
Aboye the worthless trophies men can nuse, "y 

She seeks not honours, wealth, nor airy praise, > 

Bat with herself, herself the goddess |>ays. ) 

IFlourish. Doreunt Tamerume, Aralla, Prince, Jftr- 
van, Zama, oiul Attendanti, 

Bq^, Gome, lead me to my dungeon ; plunge me down 
Deep from the hated sight of man and day; 
Where, under coyert of the friendly darkness. 
My soul may brood at leisure o'er its anguish. 

Omar. Our royal master would with noble usage. 
Make your misfortunes light : he bids yon hop e 

Bq;. I tell thee, slaye, I have shook hands with hope, 
And all my thoughts are rage, despair, and horror. 

[Ex^ Omar and Guardt. 
Ha! wherefore am I tbns I'— Perdition seize me! 
Bat my cold blood runs shjy'ring to my heart, 
The rage and fiercer passions of my breast 
Are lost in new confusion. 
Arpasia! 

Enter Arpasia. 
Haly! 

Enter Halt. 
ifaltf. Ob, emperor! for whose hard iaie oar prophet 
And all the heroes of thy sacred race 
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Are nd in puradiaey tby fiiiUifol Htl^, 

The slave of all thj pleasores, in this rain. 

This oniTeraal shipwreck of thy fortunes. 

Has gathered up this treasure for thy arms : 

Nor ev'n the victor, haughty Tamerlane 

(By whose command once more thy slave beholds thee). 

Denies this blessing to thee, but with honour ^ 

Renders thee back thy queen, Ih^ beauteous bride. 

Bt^, Oh! had her eyes with pity seen my sorrows. 
Had she the fondness of a tender bride, 
Heav'n oonld not have bestow'd a greater blessing. 
And love had made amends for loss of empire. 
But see, what fury dwells upon her charms ! 
What lightning flashes from her angry eyes ! 
With a malignant joy she views mv ruin : 
Bven beauteous in her hatred, still she charms me. 
And awes my fierce tumultuous soul to love. 

Arp, And dar*st thou hope, thou tyrant ravisher ! 
That heav'n has any joy in store for thee? 
Look back upon the snm of thy past life. 
Where tyranny, oppression, and injustice, 
Perjury, murders, swell the black account ; 
Where lost Arpasia's wrongs stand bleeding fresh, 
Thy last recorded crime. But beav'n has found thee; 
At length the tardy Tcngeance baa o'erta'en tbee. 
My weary soul shall bear a little longer 
The pain of life, to call for justice on thee: 
That once complete, sink to the peaceful grave, 
And lose the memory of my wrongs and thee. 

Bt^. Tbon rail'st! I thank thee for it — be perverse. 
And muster all the woman in thy soul ; 
Goad me with curses, be a verv wife, 
That 1 may fling off this tame love and hate thee. 

IBeffozet starts. 
Enter Moneses. 
Ha! keep thy temper, heart; nor take alarm 
At a slave's presence. . 

Mim. It is Arpasia! Leave me, thou cold fear. 

Sweet as the rosy morn she breaks upon me; 
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And •orrow, like Uie night'i onwbolaMine slitde',- 
Gives waj before the golden dawn she brings. 

Bof. ^Advancing towards him] Ha, Christian! Kit 
well that we meet thus.^ 
Is this thy faith? 

Man. Why does thy frowning brow 
Pot on this storm of fury ? Is it strange 
We shoald meet here, companions in misfortune. 
Tile captives of one common chance of warP 
Nor shonldst thoa wonder that nay sword has fail'd 
Before the fortune of Tictorioos Tamerlaoe^ 
When thou, with nations Kke the sanded shore,- 
With half the warring world u^n thy Aidey 
Cooldst not stand up aj^nst this dreadful batUe» 
That crush'd thee with its shock. Thy men can witness, 
Thotie cowards that forsook me in the combat, 
My sword was not inactive. 

Btff. No 'Tisfelse: 

Where is my daughter, thou vile Greek ? Thou basi • 
Betra/d her to the Tartar ; or even worse, 
Fftle with thy fear, didst lose her like a coward; 
And, like a coward now, wooldst cast the blame 
On fortune and ill stars. 

Mod. Ha! saidst^ioo, like « coward ? 
What sanctity, what majesty divine 
Hast thou put on, to guard thee from my ragey 
Thai thus Uioo dar'st to wrong me.' 

Btg. Out, thou slave, 
And.lcoow me for thy lord 

Mon» 1 tell thee, tyrant/ 
When in the pride of power tbod sat'sl on high. 
When like an idol thou wert vainly worship'd 
By prostrate wretches, born with slavish souls ; 
Ev'n when thou wert a king, thou wert no more - 
Nor greater than Moaeses, born of a race 
Royal and great as thine. What art thou now their? 
The fate of war has set thee with the lowest; 
And captives (like the subjects of the grave), 
Losing distinction, serve one common lord. 

B<^- Brav'd by this dog I Now give a loese to rag*/ 
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And oone tbmlf ; eane thj false oheAtinff prophet 
Ha ! jet there's some re venfe. Hear me, thoa Christ^ ! 
ThoQ lefl'st that sister with me: Thoa impostor! 
Thoa boaster of thy honesty ( Thoa liar! 
But talce her to thee baok. 

Now to explore mj prison if it holds 

Another plaffoe like this. The restless damn'd 

iff mnfties lie not) wander thas in hell ; 
Vom soorchinjf flames to chilling frosts thej ron^ 
Then from their frosts to fires return again. 
And only prove variety of pain« 

lExetM* Bi^atet and Hohf, 

Arp. Stay, Bajaset, I charge thee, by my wrongs. 
Stay and nnfold % tale of so mnch horror. 
As only fits thy telling. Oh, Moneses! 

JIfon. Why dost thoa weep? Why this lempestoovs 
passion, 
That stom thy fooU'ring tongoe short on my name } 
Oh, speak !, nnTcil this mystery of sorrow. 

Arp, Then art undone, lost, ruin'd, and undone! 

M<m. I will not think 'tis so, while I have thee; 
While thus 'tis given to fold thee in my arms; 
The sad remembrance of past woes ii lost 

Arp. Forbear to sooth thy soni wtth flatt'ring thoughts 
Of evils overpast, and joys to come : 
Our woes are like the genuine shade beneath. 
Where fate cuts ofi^ the very hopes of day. 
And everlasting night and horror reign. 

Mon. By all the tenderness and chaste endearmento 
Of our past love, I charge thee, my Arpasia, 
To ease my soul of doubts ! (sUve me to know. 
At once, the utmost malice of my fiite! 

Arp. Tske then Ifay wretohed share in all I suflbr, 
Still partner of my Mart! Searee hadst thoo left 
The sultan's camp, when the imperious tyrant, 
Soft'ning the pride and fierceness of his temper, 
With gentle speech made offer of his love. 
Amsz'd, as at the shook of sadden death, 
I started into tears, and oflen org'd 
(Though still ia vaio) the dUforenoe of our fiuths. 
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At last, as ^pBg to the almost refogev 

With lifted bands and streamiog ejes, I own'd 

The fraiidy wbiob when we first were made bis |»ri8*iiers, 

1 fore'd thee to pot oo ; 

Thy borrowed name of brother, mine of sister; 

Hidin}[f between that veil the nearer tie 

Oor matoal tows had made before the priest. 

Kindling to rage at hearing of my story, 

Then, be it so, he erfd : Tiif ok'st tboa thy vows, 

Ciir'n to a slave, shall bar me from thy beauties? 

Then bade the priest prononnoe the marriage rites : 

Whioh he perform'd ; whilst, shrieking with despair, 

I oall'd in vain the pbw'rs of heav'n to aid me. 

Man. Villain! Imperial villain !— Oh, theooward! 
Aw'd by his gnilt, tboagh back'd by force and power, 
He durst not to my hoe avow his purpose: 
But in my absence, like a larking thief, 
Stole on my treasare, and at once oodid me. 
Oh! I cannot bear it. 

Tboo lovely hoard of sweets, where all my joys 
Were treasor'd up, to have thee rilled thus ! 
Bat 1 will have thee from him. Tunerlane 
(The sovereign judge of equity on earth) 
Shall do me justice on this mighty robber, 
And render back thy beauties to Moneses. 

ilrp. And who shall render back my peace, my honoorf 
I am the tyrant's wife. Oh, fatal title ! 
And, in tile sight of all the saints, have sworn, 
By honour, womanhood, and blushing shame, 
To know no second bride>bed but my grave. 

Mofi. T^ll me, Arpasiar-sav, what jovs are those 
That wait to crown the wretch who sufllers here.^ 
Oh '. tell me, and sustain my &iling faith. 

Arp, Imagine, 'tis a tract of endless joys, which 
fiuicy cannot paint ^ 
Without satiety or interruption ; 
Imagine, 'tis to meet and part no more. 
Oh, my Moneses! now the surges rise, 
The swelling lea breaks in between our barks. 
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And drives as to oor Cute on different rookd. 

Farewell \ My sonl lives with tbee. 

Mon. Dealh is parting;, 
Tis the last sad adieu Hwixt soal and body. 
Bat this is somewhat worse— —My joy, my comfort, 
All that was left in life, fleets after thee ; 
My aching sight hangs on thy parting beauties, 
Thy lovely eyes, all drown'd in floods of sorrow. 
So sinks toe setting son beneath the wares. 
And leaves the traveller in pathless woods, 
Benighted.and forlorn.—^ — ^Thas, with sad eyes. 
Westward he tarns, to mark the light's decay » "^ 

Till, having lost the last faint glimuse of day, > 

Cheerless, io darkness, he pnrsoes his way. > 

[£srettnt Mmaes and Arpatia severalli^ 



ACT THE THIRD. 




SC£NB 1. The Initrior rf the Royal Tent. 
Enter Ax all a and Selima. 

Axal. Why was 1 ever blest?— Wbj is remembrance 
Rich with a tboasand pleasing images 
Of past enjoyments, since 'Us bat to plag^ae me ? 
When thou art mine no mure, what will it ease me 
To think of all the golden minutes past. 
To think that thou wert kind, and i was happy ', 
Boty like an angel falPn from bliss, to curse 
My present state, and mourn the heav'n I've lost ? 

SeL Hope better for us both ; nor let thy fears. 
Like an unlucky omen, cross my way. 
My father, rough and stormy in his nature, 
To me was always gentle, and, with fondness 
Paternal ever met me with a blessing. 
Oft, when offence had stirr'd him to such tmsi. 
That not grave counsellors for ■wisdom fam'd, 
Nor hardy capMdnft that had fought his battles. 
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Presum'd lo speak, bot strock with ftwfal dread 
Were hash'd as death ; yet has he smird on me, 
Kiss'd me, and bade me utter all mv purpose. 
Till with mj idle prattle I had sooth*d him, 
And won him from his anger. 

AactU. Oh ! I know 
Thou bast a tonsae to eharm the wildest tempers. 
But, oh ! when I revolve each circumstance, 
Mj Christian faith, my service closely bound 
To Tamerlane, my master and my friend, 
Tell me, my charmer, if my fears are vain f 
Think what remains for me, if the fierce sultan 
Should doom thv beauties to another's bed! 

SeL Tis a sad thought; bot to appease thy doubts. 
Here, in the awful sight of heav'n, 1 vow 
No power shall e'er divide me from thy love, 
Bv'n duty shall not force me to be false. 
My cruel stars may tear thee from my arms. 
But never from my heart 

AxaL But see, the sultan comes! 

Enter Bajazet. 

Bqj, To have a nauseous courtesy foro'd on me. 
Spite of my will, by an insulting foe! 
Ha ! they would break the fierceness of my temper. 
And make me supple for their slavish purpose. 
Curse on their fiiwning arts! Prom heav'n itself 
1 would not, on such terms receive a benefit. 
But spurn it back upon the giver's hand. 

SeL My lord! my royal father! 

ICometforwardf and kneeU to Bt^aset. 

Baj, Ha! what art thou? 
What heavenly innocence ! that in a form 
So known, so lov'd, hast left thy paradise, 
For joyless prison, for this place of woe! 
Art thou my SeliroaP 

SeL Have you forgot me ? 
Alas, my piety is then in vain! 
Your Selima, your daughter whom yoo lov'd. 
The fondling onoe of her dear father's arms,. 
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If oome to olaim her share id his misfoiiaDet; 
To help to wear the tedious minntat oot. 
To soften bondage, and the loss of empire. 

Btg. Now» by our prophet, if my woonded mind 
Gould know a thouf^bt of peace, it would be now : 
Ev'n from th^ prating ittfane? thoo wert 
My jojf my little angel : smiling comfort 
Came with thee still to glad roe. Now I'm onn*d 
Bv'n in thee too. Reproavh and infamy 
Attend the Gbristian nog t' whom thou wert trusted. 
To see thee here — ^"twere better see thee dead ! 

AxaL Thus, Tamerlane, to ro^al Bajazet, 
With kingly greeting, sends : since with the brave 
(The bloody business of tbe fight once ended) 
Stem hate and opposition ought to cease ; 
Thy ^neen already to thy arms restored. 
Receive this second gifl, thy beauteous daughter; 
And if there be aught further in thy wish. 
Demand with honour, and obtain it freely. 

Bm. Bear back the fulsome greeting to thy master; 
Tell nim, Til none on't. Had be been a god. 
All his omnipotence could not restore 
My &me diminished, loss of sacred honour. 
The radiancy of ma^ty eclipsM : 
For aught besides, it is not worth my care ; 
The giver and his gifts are both beneath me. 

Axal, Enough of war the woonded earth has known; 
Weary at length, and wasted with destruclann, 
Sadly she rears lier rnio'd head, to show 
Her cities humbled, and her countries spoil'd. 
Oh, sultan! by the pow'r divine I swear. 
With joy I would resign the savage trophies. 
In blood and battle ^n'd, oonld I atone 
The &lal breach 'twiiit thee and Tamerlane; 
And think a soldier's glory well bestowed 
To boy mankind a peace. 

Baj. And what art thou, 
That dost presume to meditate 'twixt the rage 
Of angry kings ? 

Ax^ A priooey bom of the noblest, 
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And of a soal that answers to that birth, 
That dares not but do well. Thoa dosl pot en 
A forced forgetfntness, thas not to know ine» 
A gaest so lately to thy court, then meeting 
On gentler terms. 

Set. Could aught effitce the merit 
Of brave Axalhi's name, yet when your daughter 
Shall tell how well, how nobly she was ns'd. 
How light this gallant prince made all her bondage. 
Most sure the royal Bajazet will own 
That honour stands indebted to such goodness,^ 
Nor can a monarch's friendship more than pay it. 

Btff. Ha ! knuw*st thou that, fond girl f— Go — 'tis not 
well; 
And when thou couldst descend to take a benefit 
From a vile Christian, and thy Other's foe, 
Thou didst an act dishonest to thy race : 
Henceforth, unless thou mean'st to cancel all 
M^ share in thee, and write thyself a bastard. 
Die, starve, know any evil, any pain. 
Rather than taste a mercy from these dogs. 

iSeJ. Alas, Axalla! . 

AxaL Weep not, lovely maid ! 
I swear, one pearly drop from those fair eyes 
Would over-pay the service of my life ! 
One sigh from thee has made a large amends 
For all thy angry &ther's frowns and fierceness. 

Baj, Oh, my curs'd fortune! — Am I fall'n thus low! 
Dishonoured to my &ce! Thou earth-born tiling! 
Thou clod ! how hast thou dar^d to lift thy eyes 
Up to the sacred race of mighty Ottoman, 
W^hom kings, whom e'en our prophet's holy offspring^ 
At distance have beheld? And what art thou? 
What g^lorious titles blazon out thy birth? 
Thou vile obscurity ! ha!— say — thou base one. 

Axal. Thus chalfeng'd, virtue, modest as she is, 
Stands up to do herself a common justice ; 
To answer, and assert that in-born merit. 
That worth, which conscious to herself she feels. 
Were honour to be scaon'd by long descent 
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From anoeston illustrious, I could Taont 

A lineage of the greatest^ 

Heroes and god-like patriots, who sobdo'd 

The world bj arms and Tirtoe, and, being Romans, 

Soom'd to be kings; but that be their own praise: 

Nor will 1 borrow merit from the dAd, 

Myself an undeserrer. I oonld prove 

Mj friendship such as thou might* st deicn f accept 

With honour, when it comes with friendly office. 

To render back thy crown and former greatness. 

And yet e*en Uiis, e'en all is poor, when Selima, 

With matchless worth, weighs down the adverse icalo. 

Bof. To give me back what yesterday took from me, 
Wooid be to give like heaven, when, liaving finished 
This world (the goodly work of his creation), 
He bid his mvoarile man be lord of all. . 
But this 

Axal, Nor is this gift beyond my powV. 
Oft has the mighty master of my arms 
Urg'd me, with lar^e ambition, to demand 
Crowns and dominions from his bounteoos pow'r: 
Tis true, I wav'd the proffer ,*and have held it 
The worthier choice to wait epon his virtues, 
To be the friend and partner of his wars. 
Than to be Asia's lora. Nor wonder then. 
If in the confidence of such a friendship, 
I promise boldly, for the royal giver, 
Thy crown «ttd empire. 

B^. For our daughter thus 
Mean'st thou to barter? Ha! I tell thee, Christum, 
There is but one, one dowry thou canst give. 
And I can- ask, worthy m^ daughter's love. 

Axal. Oh! name tlie mighty ransom; taskmypow'r; 
Let there be danger, difficulty, death, 
T* enhance the price. 

Bof. I Uke thee at thy word. 
Bring me the ThrUr's head. 

Axal. Ha! 

Bqj. Ttoierlane's! 
That death, that deadly poison to my glory. 
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Axal. Prodig^oas! Horrid! 

Sel. Lost! for erer lost! 

Btff, And couldst Uioo hope to bribe bm with aogfat 
elseP 
With a vile peace patched op on slavish terms? 

With tributary kingship? No! ^To merit 

A recompense from me, sate mj revei^. 
The Tartar is my bane, I cannot bear him : 
One heav'n and earth can never hold as both ; 
Still shall we hate, and with defiance deadly 
Keep rage alive, till one be lost for ever : 
As if two sans should meet in the meridian. 
And strive in fiery combat for the passage. 
Weep'st thou, fond girl ? Now, as thy king and father, 
I charge thee, drive this slave from thy remembrance! 
Hate shall be pioos in thee. Come and join 
' To carse thv father's foes. 

[Bt^azet Uads out Selima, she looking back on AxaUa, 
who goes off on the opposite Side. 

AsaL Tis what I fear'd ; fool that 1 was t' obey ! 
The coward love, that could not bear her frown. 
Has wrought his own andbing. 
He bade me take her. — But, oh, gracious honour! 
Upon what terms? My soul yet shodders at it. 
Tne head of Tamerlane ! monstrous impiety I 
Bleed, bleed to death, my heart be virtue's martyr. 
Oh, emperor! 1 ov^n I ought to give thee 
Some nobler mark, than dying, of my faith. 
Then let the pains I feel my friendship prove, 
Tis easier far to die, than ce«se to love. ^EiaBit, 

SCBNE U. Tamerlane's Camp. 

Enter Tamerlane and a Dervise, 
Tarn. Thou bring'st me thy credentials from Um 
highest. 
From Alha and our prophet Speak thy message. 
It must import the best and noblest ends. 

Der. Thus speaks our holy Mahomet, who has giv'n 
To reign and conquer : HI dost thoa repay [Uiee 
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The bonoUes of his htad, anmindfal of 

The foojiUiii whence thy slreuns of greatneu flow. 

Thou hast forgot higfk hea?'o, hast beaten down 

And tramoled on religion's sanctitj. 
Tom, Now, as i am a soldier and a kin^j: 

(The greatest names of honoar). do bot make 

Thj imputation oat, and Tamerlane 

Shall do thee ample justice on himself. 

So much the sacred name of heaven awes ne, 

Coold I suspect mr soul of harbouring aught 

To its dishonour, 1 would search it strictly, 

And drive th' offending thought with fury forth. 
Der. Yes, thou hast hurt our holy prophet's honoar« 

B? fostering the pemioious Christian sect: 
Those, whom his sword pursn'd with fell destruction, 
Thon tak'st into thv bosom, to thy oonnoils; 
They are thy only friends. The true believers 

Mourn to behold thee favour this Axalla. 

Tam. 1 fear me, thon ont-go'st the prophet's order, 
And bring'st his venerable name to shelter 
A rodeoess ill-becoming thee to use. 
Or me to suffer. When thou nam'st my friend, 
Thon nam'st a man beyond a monk's discerning, 
Yirtnoos and great, a warrior and a prince. 

Der. He is a Christian ; there our law condemns him. 
Although he Were even all thou speak'st, and more. 

Tam. "T^s false; no law divine condemns the virtuous. 
For differing from the rales your schools devise. 
Look round, how Providence bestows alike 
Sunshine and rain, to bless the fruitful year. 
On different nations, all of different fiitths; 
And ahough bv several names and titles worshipped) ' 
Heaven takes the various tribote of their praise; 
Since all agree to own, at least to mean. 
One best, one greatest, only Lord of all. 

Der, Most impions and profane! ^Nay, frown ncl» 

prince ; 
Full of the prophet, I despise the danger 
'fhy angry power may thraaten. 1 command thee 
To hear and to obey ; since thus says Mahomet: 
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Why have I made tliee dreadful to the nations? ' 
Why have I giv'n thee conquest ; but to spread 
My sacred law ev'n to the otmost earth. 
And make my holy. Mecca the world's worship? 
Go on, and whereiioe*er thy arms shall prosper, ' 
Plant there the. prophet's name; with sword and fire 
Drive out all otJier faiths, and let the world 
Confess him only. 

Tarn. Had he but commanded 
My sword to conquer all, to make the world 
Know but one Lord, the task were not so hard ; 
Twere but to do what has been done already; 
And Philip's son^ and Ciesar did as much ; 
But to subdue th' unconquerable mind, 
To make one reason have the same -effect 
Upon ail apprehensions ; to force this 
Or this man just to think as thou and I do ; 
Impossible ! unless souls were alike 
In all, which differ now like human faces. ^ 

. Der. Well might the holy cause be carried on. 
If Mosselmen did not make war on Mosselmen. . 
Why hold'st thou captive a believinj;^ monarch? 
Now, 9s thou hop*st to 'soape the prophet's our8e». 
Helease the royal Bajaset, and join. 
With force united, to destroy the Christians. 

Tarn* Tm well — ^I've found the cause that mov'd tby 
zeal. 
What shallow politician set thee on. 
In hopes to fright me this way. to compliance? 

Der, Our prophet only 

7am. No — thou dost belie him. 
Thou maker of new faiths ! that dar'st to build 
Thy fond inventions on religion's name. 
Beligion's lustre is, by native innocence, 
V Divinely pure and simple. from all arts; 
You daub and dress her like a common mistress^ 
The harlot of your fancies ; and by adding 
FMse beauties, which she wants not, make the world 
Suspect her angel's face is foul beneath. 
And wo'not bemrall lights. .Henoe, 1 have found thee. 
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Der, I ha?« bnt one retort. Now tid me, prophet! 

Yet I have somewiiat fortlier.to unfold; 
Oar prophet spetki to thee in. thundeiy-thus— ^ 
[Drawi a concealed Dagger, and afert to §tab Tarn, 

Tam. No, TiJlain, heaven is watchnil o'er its wor- 
shippers, IWrettingthe Dagger from him. 
And blasts the nrarderer's purpose. Think, thoo wretch ! 
Think on the pains that wait thy crime, and tremble ' 
When I shall doom thee 

Der. 'Tis bnt death at last; 
And 1 will suffer ffreally for the cause . 
That urg*d me first to the bold deed. 

Tain. Oh, impious! 
Enthusiasm thus makes TiUainsmartyrs. 
TPauses] It shall be so— To die! Hwere a reward— 
Now learn the difference 'twixt thy laith and mine: 
Thine bids thee lift thy dagger to my throat; 
Mine can forgive the wrong, and bid thee live. 
Keep thy own wicked seeret, and be safe ; 
If thou repent*st, I Imve gainM one to virtue* 
And am, in that, rewarded for my meroy; 
If thou oootino'st still to be the same, 
'TIS punishment enough to he a villain. 
Hence! from my sight— It shooks m^ soul to think 
That there is such a monster in my kind. [ Exit Dervise. 
Whither will man's impiety extend? 
Oh, gradoos heav'n! dost thou withhold thy thunder. 
When bold assassins take thy name upon 'em. 
And swear they are the champions of thy cause? 

Enter Moneses. 

Man. Oh, emperor! before whose awful throne 
Th' afflicted' never kneel in vain for justice, ^Kneeii, 
Undone, and ruin'd, blasted in my hopes. 
Here let me fall before your sacred feet. 
And srroan out my. misforhmes, till your pity 
rrhe last support and refuge that is left me), 
Shall raise me from, the ground, and bid me live. 

Tam. Rise, prinpe; nor let me^reekoa. up thy worlji. 
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And tell how boMlj that might bid thee ask, 

Lett I shoald make a merit of mj jaslice, 

The common debt I owe to thee, to all, 

Ev'n to the meanest of mankind, the charter 

By which I claim mj crown, and heaT'n'a protection. 

Speak, then, as to a king, the sacred name 

Where pow'r is lodg'd, for rigbteoos ends alon^. 

Man. One only joj, one blessing, mj fond heart 
Had fix'd ito wishes on, and that is lost: 
That sister, for whose safety mj sad soal 
Endar*d a tboasand fdars 

Tom. I well remember. 
When, ere the battle join'd, I saw thee first, 
With grief uncommon to a brother's love, 
Thou told'st a moving tale of her misfortunes, 
Such as bespoke mj pity, is there angbt 
Thou canst demand from friendship P Ask, and hare it* 

Man. First, oh! let me entreat ^oor royal goodness: 
Forgive the follv of a lover's cantion. 
That forg'd a tale of folly to deceive von. 
Said 1, she was my sisler?--Oh 1 'tis &lse ; 
She holds a dearer interest in my sool ; 
She was the mistress of my vows, my bride. 
By contract mine ; and long ere this the priest 
Had ty'd the knot for ever, had not Bajaset 

7am. Ha! Bajaiet!— If yet his pow'r withholds 
The cause of all thy sorrows, all thy fears, 
E'en gratitude for once shall gain upon him, 
Spite of his lavage temper, to restore her. 
'This mom a soldier brought a captive beauty, 
Sad though she seem'd, yet of a form more rare. 
By much the noblest spoil of all the field ; 
E'en Sdpio, or a vietor yet most cold. 
Might have forgot his virtue at her sight. 
Struck with a pleasing wonder, I beheld her, 
Till, by a slave that wailed near her person, 
I learn'd she was the captive sultan's wife : 
Straight 1 forbade my eyes the dangerous joy 
Of gacinff long, and sent her to her lord. 

mon. There was Moneies loat. Too sure mj hmrt 
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(Prom the iirat neotion of her woodrow eharaf) 
PreMgf^d it ooold be only my ArnMii. 

Tarn, Arpasia! didst thoo aikji 

Man, Yee, my Arparia. 

Tarn, Sore 1 miatake, or I fiun woold misUke thee; 
I iiam*d the qaeen of Bajaaet; hie wife. 

Man. His qoeeo ! his wifel He briop that holy title 
To ▼aroish o'er the monstrooi wrongs he has done om* 

Tom. AJas! I fear me, priaoe, thy griefs are just ; 
Thoo art iodeed onhappy. 

MoR. Can yon pity me, 
And not redress ? Oh, royal Tamerlane ! [ Kneelu 

Thoo soocoar of the wretched, reaoh thy meroy 
To save me from the grave and from oblinoo ; 
Let thy jostioe 

Bestore me m^. Arpasia; give her back. 
Back to my wishes, to my transports cive her : 
Oh ! give her to me yet, while I havelife 
To btoss thee for the bounty. Oh, Arpasia! 

Tarn. Unhappy, royal yootfa, why dost tboa aik 
What honour most denyr Hal is slie not 
His wife, whom be has wedded, whom e^jo^'d? 
And wouldst thou have ray partial friendship break 
That holy knot, which ty'd onoe, all mankiiid 
Affree to hold saored and undissolvahle? 
The brolal violence woold stain my jostioe^ 
And brand me with a tyrant's hated name 
To late posterity. 

Man. Are then the vows, 
The holy vows we registered in heav'tt. 
Bat common air? . 

Tarn. Ck>uld thy fond love forget 
The violation of a first enjoyment? 
Bat sorrow has disturb'd and hurt thv mind. 

Man, Perhaps it has; and like an idle madman. 
That wanders with a train of hooting boys, 
I do a thousand things to shame my reason. 
Then let me fly, and bear my follies with me. 
Far, fisr from the world's sight Honour and lame. 
Arms and the glorious war, shall be forgotten ', 
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No noUe ioond of p'eatfiess or ambition 
Shall wake my drowij tool from her dead ileep. 
Till the lut tramp do soiuraon. 

Tarn. Let thy yirtoe 
Stand up and answer to these warringp passions. 
That vex th v manly temper. From the moment 
When first I saw thee, somethinjj^ wondroos noble 
Shone through thy form, and won my friendship for tbee. 
Without the tedious form of long aoqnaintanoe; 
Nor will I loose thee poorly for a woman. 
Gome, droop no more, thou shalt with me pnno^ 
TViie greatness, till we rise to immortality. 
Thoo shalt forget these lesser eares, Moneses ; 
Thoa shalt, and help me to reform the world. 

Man. Saored Tsmerlane ! 
Thy words are as the breath of angels to me. 
Bat, oh ! too deep the woanding grief is fix'd, 
For any hand to heal. 

Tarn. This dull despair 
Is tbeisoal's lasiness. Rouse to the eombat. 
And thoo art sure to eouqaer. War shall restore thee : 
The sound of arms- shall wake thy martial ardoor. 
And oore this amorous sickness of thy sool. 
The boy, fond love, 

Is nors'd and bred in sloth, and too maoh ease ; 
Near purling streams, in gloomy shades, he lies. 
And loosely there, inslraots his votaries. 
Honour and active virtue to despise : 
But if the trumpets echo from alar, 
On silken wings sublime ne outs the air, 
JScar'd at the noise and clangor of the war. lExeunt* 




SCBNB I. Bajazet^s Tent, 
Enter Halt and DervUe, 

Haly, To 'scape with life from an attempt like this. 
Demands mj wonder jastly. 

Der. True, it may; 
Bat 'tis a principle of bis new iaith ; 
Tis what his Christian frvonrites hare inspir'd; 
Who fondly make a merit of forgiveness. 
And give their foes a second opportnnitj, 
If the first blow should miss. — Failing^ to serve 
The saltan to mj wish, and e*en despairing 
Of farther means t' effect his libertj, 
A Incky accident retriev'd my hopes. 

Holy. The proobet and our master will reward 
Thv zeal in their behalf; bat speak thy purpose. 

Der, Jast ent'ring here I met the Tartar general, 
Pierce Omar. 

Holy, He commands, if I mistake not. 
This quarter of the armv, and our guards. 

Der, Tbe same. By liis stem aspect, and tlie fire 
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That kindled in bis eves, I ji^aess'd ibe tomalt 
Some wroDfi^ had raisNl in liis tempertaoos m>al ; 
A friendship of old date bad eiv*n me privilege 
To ask of bis concerns. In short, 1 learn'd. 
That burning for the sultan's beauteous daogbfer. 
He bad begg'd her, as a captive of the war, 
FVoffl Tamerlane ; but meeting with denial 
Of what he thought his services might claim, 
Loudlj he storms, and curses the Italian, 
As cause of'this affront. I joined his rage^ 
And added to bis injuries the wrongs 
Oar .prophet dailjr meets with from Axalla. 
But see, he comes. Improve what 1 shall tell. 
And all we wish is onrs. 

[They teem to talk together aride. 

Enter Omar. 

O»nar.-No- — -if I forgive it,. 
Dishonour blast my name! Vt^as it for this 
That 1 directed his first steps to greatness, 
Taught him to climb, and made him what be is? 
Was it for this, that like a rock I stood 
And stemm'd a torrent of our Tartar lords. 
Who soom'd bis upstart swavP When Calibes, 
In bold rebellion, drew e'en half the provinces 
To own his cause, I, like his belter angel, 
Stood bv bis shaking throne, and fix'd it fest; 
And am 1 now so lost to bis remembrance. 
That, when I ask a captive, he slwll tell me. 
She is Axalla's right, his Christian minion ^ 

^ Der, Allow me, valiant Omar, to demand, 
Since injured thus, why right yon not yourself? 
The prize you ask is in your pow'r. 

Omar, ft is. 
And I will seise it, in despite of Tamerlane 
And that Italian dog. 

Ualy. What need of force. 
When evVy thing concurs to meet yoor wuhes? 
Onr mighty master woald not wish a son 
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Nobler than Obw. Fron a fiither's hud 
Receive that daughter, which ungraiefiil Taonerlane 
Has to jour worth deaj'd. 

Omar. Now, bj my arms, 
It will be great revenge. Wliat will voor saltan 
Give to the man that shall restore his libertj. 
His orown, and give him pow'r to wreak hu hatred 
Upon his greatest foe? 

Haly. All he can ask, 
And far bejond his wish. [Trumpets. 

Omar. These trumpets speak 
The emperor*s approach ; he comes once more 
To oflfer terms of peace. Retire within. 
I will know farther — be grows deadly to me; 
And oorte me, prophet, if I not repay 
His hate, with retnbotion foil as mortal. lEseunt, 

SCENB II, A Tent. 
Arpasia dUanered lying on a Cauck. 

BONO. 

To thee, oh sentle sleep, alone 

Is owing aul oor peace; 
Bj thee oor joys are heightened shown, 

By thee oor sorrows cease. 

The nymph, whose hand, bv fraod or force, 

Some tyrant has possess'd, 
Bj thee, obtainin|f a divorce. 

In her own choice is bless'd. 

Oh, stay! Arpasia bids thee stay ; 

The sadlv weeping fair 
Ckminres thee not to lose in day 

The' object of her care. 

To grasp whose pleasing form she songbt, 

That motion onas'd her sleep; 
Thos by oorselves are oft'nest wroaght 

The griefs for which we weep. 
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Arp. Oh, death! thoo gentle end of hnoum torrows. 
Still mast mj wear^ eje-Tids vainlj wake 
Id tedious expectation of thj peace? 
Why stand thj thousand thousand doors still open, 
To take the wretched in, if stern religion 
Guards evVy passage, and forbids mj entrance. 
When ur^d with griefs beyond a mortal sufferance ? 
But here^it must not be. Think then, Arpasia, 
Think on the sacred dictates of thy faith. 
And let that arm thj virtue to perrorm 
What Gate's daughter durst not — lAve, Arpasia, 
And dare to be unhappj. 

* Enter Tamerlamb. 

Tarn, When fortune smiles upon the soldier's arms. 
And adds e*en beauty to adorn nis conquest. 
Yet she ordains the fair should know no fears. 
Such welcome as a camp can ^tc, sultaness. 
We hope jou have receiv'd ; it sliall be larger. 
And better as it maj. 

Arp. Since I have borne 
That miserable mark of fatal greatness, 
I have forgot all difference of conditions ; 
Sceptres and fetters are grown equal to me. 
And the best change mj &te can bring is death. 

Tarn, Oh! teach m^ powV 
To cure those ills which ]rou unjustly suffer. 
Lest heav'n should wrest it from my idle hand. 
If I look on, and see you weep in vain. 

ilrp. Not that my soul disdains the gen'rous aid 
Thy royal goodness proffers; but, oh, emperor! 

Tarn. Why is my pity all that I give 
To tears like vours? And yet I fear 'tis all ; 
Nor dare I ask what miji^bty loss you mourn. 
Lest honour should forbid to give it back. 

Arp, No. Tsmerlane, nor did I mean thoo shouldsL 
But know (though to the weakness of my sex 
Ivield these tears) my soul is more than man. 
Think I am bom a Greek, nor doubt my virtue { 
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They matt bemigfatj erils tbat can TiiNiiiuh 
A Spartan oonrage, and a Christian faith* 

Enter Bajazbt. 

Biff. To know no tboagfat of rest! to have the mind 
Still minisfrinr fresh plagaes, as in a circle. 
Where one disbononr treads upon another ; 
What kliow the fiends beyond It?— Ha! bv hell, 

[Sees Arpagia and Tamerlane. 
There wanted only this to make me mad. 
Comes he to triumph here ? to rob me of my Ipve, 
And violate the last retreat of happiness? 

Tarn. Bat that I read upon thy frowning brow. 
That war yet lives and rages in thy breast; 
Onoe more (in pity to the saff'ring world) 
I meant to ofier peace. 

Btjg. And meanest thoa too 
To treat it with our empress ; and to barter 
The smiles which fortune gare thee for her favours ? 

ilrp. What would the tyrant P [Aside. 

Bcj. Seek'st thou thus our friendship? 
Is this the royal usage thou didst boast? 

Tarn. The Doi ling passion that disturbs thy soul 
Spreads clouds around, and makes thy purpose dark. — 
Unriddle what thy mystic fury aims at. 

BcQ, Is it a riddle? Read it there explained -, 
There, in my shanie. Now judge me thou, ob pro- 
phet. 
And equal heav'n, if this demand not rage I 
The peasant>hind, begot and bom to slavery. 
Yet dares assert a husband's sacred right, 
And guards his homely couch from violation : 
And shall a monarch tamely bear the wrong 
Without complaining ? 

Tam. If 1 could have wrong'd thee. 
If conscious virtue, and all-judging bear'n, 
Stood not betwten, to bar ungovernM appetite, ' 
What hindered, but, in spite of thee my captive, 
1 might have ns'd a vietor^s boundless power. 
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And fated trerj wish m j toal oonld form ? 
Bat, to leoare thy fears, know, Btya^t, 
This is arooDff the things I dare not do. 

Bqj. Bj hell, 'tisfaM! else wherefore art tboa pre- 
sent? 
What oam'st thou for, but to ando mj honour ? 
I found thee holding amorons parley with her^ 
Ganng and flatting on her wanton ejes, 
And bargaiaing for pleasures jet to come : 
My life,! know, is the devoted price 
But take it, I am weary of the pain. 

Tarn. Yet, ere thou rashly urge my rage too iar, 
I warn thee to take heed : I am a man. 
And have the frailties common to man's nature; 
The fiery seeds of wrath are in my temper. 
And may be blown up to so fierce a blaie 
As wisdom cannot rule. Know, thou hast tonch'd me 
Ev*n in the nicest, tend*rest par^ m^ honour; 
Myliononr! which, like powV, disdains being ques- 
tioned; 
Thy breath has blasted mjr fair virtue's fame. 
And raark'd me for a villain, and a tyrant. 

Arp. And stand I here an idle looker on. 
To see my innocence morder'd and mangled 
By barbsirous hands, nor can revenge tlm wrong? 
Art thou a man, and dar'st thou use me thus ? 

[To] 
Hast thou not torn me from my native country. 
From the dear arms of my lamenting friends. 
From my soul's peace, and from my injur'd love. 
And driv*n me to the brink of black despair? 
And is it in thy malice yet to add 
A wound more deep, to sully my white name. 
My virtue? 

Btif. Yes, thou hast thy sex's virtues. 
Their affectation, pride, ill-nature, noise, 
Proneness to change, e'en firom the joy that plflaa*4 

'em: 
So gracious is jour idol, dear variety, 
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That for another loTe 700 woald foreco 
An angel's form, to miii|ple witii a devirs. 
Arp. Why sought'st Uioa not from \hj own impioas 

A wife like one of these ^ 

Know, 1 abbor, detest, the crime tboa mention'st : 

Not that 1 fear or reverence thee, thoa Irrant; 

But that my soa^ consoiout of whence it sprang. 

Sits nnpolloted in its sacred temple. 

And scorns to mingle with a thought so mean. 

Tarn. Oh, pitjr! that a greatness so divine 
Slionld meet a fiite so wretched, so nneqnal, 
Thoagh blind and wilful to the good that coarts thee, 

l^th onen^handed bounty heav'n pnrsaes thee, 
And bios thee (nndeseriring as thou art, 
And monstrous in thy crimes) be happy yet ; 
Whilst thou, in fnr^, dost avert the blesfdng. 
And art an evil genius to thyself. 

Bqj, No— Thou, tboo art my greatest corse on earth ! 
Thoa, wbo hast robb'd me of my crown and glory. 
And now pursu'st me to the vei^ of life. 
To spoil me of my honour. Thou ! thou hypocrite ! 
Tlwt wear'st a pageant outside show of virtue, 
To cover the hot thoughts that glow within! 
Thoa rank adulterer! 

Tarn, Ob, tliat thou wert 
The lord of all those thousands timt lie breathless 
On yonder field of blood, that I again 
Might hunt thee, in the face of death and danger. 
Throu||rh the tumultuous battle, and there force thee, 
Vanquisb'd and sinking underneath my arm, 
To own thou hast traduc'd me like a villain. 

Bi^. Ha! does it gall thee, tertar? By revenge, 
It joys me much to find thou feel'st my fury. 
Yes, I will toclio to thee, then adulterer! 
Thoa dost profane the name of king and soldier. 
And, like a ruffian bravo, cam*st with force 
To violate the holy marriage-bed. 
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Tarn, Wert tboa notvbelter'd by thj a^ect slate. 
The captire of mjr sword, by my jast aoger. 
My breath, like thunder, shoold confoaDd thy pride. 
And doom thee dead this iDStant with a word. 

Baj, Tis false! my fiite's above thee, and tboo dar*st 
not. 

Tam. Ha! dare not! Thoa hast raised my poiid'roos 
rage, 
And now it falls to crush thee at a blow. 
A guard there ! — 

Eater Guard. 
Seize and drag him to his fate ! [They seise Bi^azet. 
Tyrant, I'll do a doable justice on thee; 
At once revenge myself, and all mankind. 

Bqi. Well dost thou, ere thy violeuoe and lost 
Invade my bed, thus to begin with marder : 
Drown all thy fears in blood, and sin securely. 

Tam. Away! 

Arp. [Kneeling] Oh, stay ! I charge thee, by renown ; 
By that bright glory thy great soul pursues, . 
Call back the doom of death! 

Torn. Fair injured excellence. 
Why dost thou kneel, and waste such precious pray'rs. 
For one to goodness lost, Who first undid thee. 
Who still pursues, and aggravates the wron||^? 

Bqj. By AIha! no -Twill not wear a life 

Bought with such Vile dishonour. — Death shall free 

me 
At once from infamy, and thee, thou traitress! 

Arp. No matter, though the whistling winds grow 
loud, 
And the rude tempest roars, 'tis idle rage : 
Oh! mark it not; bat let thy steady virtue 
Be constant to its temper. Save his life, 
And save Arpasia from the sport of talkers. 
Think how tne busy, meddling world will to«s 
Thy mighty name about, in scnrril mirth; 
Branding thy vengeance as a foul desiga; 
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And make mob momtroiM le||[omb df oar lirot, 
A» late poslerily shall bloih in reading. 

ram. Ob, uiatohleaa Turtoe I Yes, I will obej ; 
Thoogh laggard id the race, admiring yet, 
I will porsoe the shining path tboa tread'aL 
Saltan, be safe! reason resdmes her empire, 

[The Guards reUate BcgauU 

And I am oool again. Here break we off. 

Lest forther speech shonld minister new rage. 
Wisely from dangerous passions I retreat, 
To keep a conquest whieh was hard to get: 
And, on ! 'tis time I should for flight prepare, 1 

A war more iatal seems to threaten there, > 

And all my rebel-blood assists the fair : > 

One moment more, and 1 too late shall find. 
That love's the strongest jwwV that lords it o'er the 
mind. [kjxU, followed by the Guards^ 

Bc^* To what new shame, what plajpieam i reserv'd.' 
Why hast thou foro'd this nauseous life upon me? 

Is it to triumph o'er meP But I %vill, 

I will be free ; I will forget thee all ; 
Death shall expunge at once, and ease my soul. 
Prophet, take notice, I disclaim thy paradise. 
Thy fragrant bow'rs, and everlasting shades ; 
Thou Imst plao'd woman there, and lall thy joys are 
tainted. [£xi(. 

Arp* A little longer'yet, be strong, my heart; 
A little longer let the busy spirits 
Keep on their cheerful roona. 
And see tlie poor Moneses comes to take 
One sad adieu, and then we part for ever. 

Enter Moneses. 
Mon, Already am I onward of my way ; 
Thy tuneful voice comes like a hollow sonnd. 
At distance, to my ews. My eyes grow heavy. 
And all the glorious lights of heav'n look dim ; 
Tis the last office they shall ever do me, 
To view thee ouoe, and then to close and die. 
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Arp, AIm, how Iwppy have we been, Monetes ! 
Ye gentle days, tbat onoe wore oara, wliat jojt 
Did every cfaieerfal morning bring along ! 
No Team, no jealoosiea, no angr j parents. 
That for oneqaal births, or fortanes, Trown'd ; 
Bat love, that kindly join'd oar hearts, to bless at. 
Made as a blessing too to all besides. 

Man. Oh, oast not thy remembranoe back, Arpasia! 
Tis grief unotterable ; 'lis distraetioa ! 
Bat let this last of hoars be peaoefnl sorrow f 
Here let me kneel, and pay my latest vows. 
Be witness, all ye saints, thoa heav'n and nature. 
Be witness of my truth, for yoo have known it ! 
Be witness, that I never knew a pleasure. 
In all the world ooold offer, like Arpasia! 
Be witness, that I liv'd but in Arpasia! 
And, oh, be witness that her loss nas kill'd me! 

Arp. Oh, my Moneses, 
While thoa art speaking, life begins to fiul, 
And ev'ry tender accent chills like death. 
The last dear objeot of my parting soal 
Will be Moneses; the last breath that lingers 
Within my panting breast, shall sigh Moneses. 

Afon. It is enoagh ! Now to thy rest, my soal. 
The world and th<Ki have made an end at onoe. 

An, Fain would I still detain thee, hold thee still iJt 
Nor honour can forbid, that we together 
Should share the poor few minutes that remain : 
I swear, roethinks this sad society 
Has somewhat pleasing in it.->Death*s dark shades^ 
Seem, u we joarnev on, to lose their horror ; 
At near approach the monsters, forro'd by fear, 
Are vanisn d all, and leave the prospect clear : 
Amidst the gloomy vale, a pleasing soene. 
With flow'rs adorn*d, and neveHadin|p green. 
Inviting stands, to take the wretched in : 
No wars, no wrongs, no tyrants, no despair, ^ 

Disturb the quiet of a place so fair, > 

Bat ii^ar'd lovers find Slysium there. Extuni, j 
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Re-^Hter Bajazbt, with Omar, Haly, mil the 
Derviae. 

Bq. Now, bj tlie glorioM tomb tbtt ibriiMi oor 
prophet, 
Bj Meooa's saored temple, here I swear. 
Our daoffhter is Ihy bnde ! and to that n^ 
Soeh wealth, toch powV, saoh hoaoart will I add. 
That monarchs ghall with enir y view thy state. 
And own thoa art a demi-ffod to them. 
ThoQ hast giTen me what 1 wuh'd, powV of revenge. 
And when a king rewards, 'tis anmle retribntion. 

Omar. Twelve Tsrtar lords, eaoo potent in his tribe, 
Have sworn to own my oaase, and drawlheir thonsaads. 
To-morrow, from the ongrateful Parthian's side. 
The day deolinitar, seems to yield to ntght, 
Bre little more than half her ooorse be ended. 
In an aospioioas boor prepare for ffiickt; 
The leaders of the troops throdgh which we pass, 
Rais'd by my powV, devoted to my servioe| 
Shall make oor passace secret and seoere. 

Der, Already, mighty snttan, then art safe. 
Since by yoii passing torches* light I goess. 
To Ids pavilion Tamerlane retires, 
Attended by a train of waiting ooortiers. 
. Jl who remain within these tents are thine, 
^nd hail thee as .their lord. 
Ha ! the Italian prinoe. 
With sad Mbneses, are not yet gone forth. 

B€Q» Ha! with oor qoeen and daughter! 

Omar. They are oars: 
I mark'd the slaves who waited on Axalla ; 
They, when the emperor pass*d oat, pressed on, 
And mingled with the crowd, nor miss'd their lord : 
He is your pris*ner, sir: I go this moment, 
To seize, and brine him to receive his doom. \Exit, 

Bqj. Haste, Haly, follow, and secure the GreeV : 
Him' too 1 wish to keep within mv power. [Exit Haly. 

Der. If my dread lord permit his slave to speak, 
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I would adviie to spire Auilla's life, 
Till we are lafe bejond the Parlhiati'a power : 
Him, as car pledge of safety, may we hold ; 
And, could yoo gain him to assist joor flight. 
It might import you mooh. 

Baj, Thou oounsell'st well ; 
And though I hale him (for he is a Ghristiany 
And to my mortal enemy devoted). 
Yet, to secure my liberty and ▼engeanoe, 
1 wish he now were ours. 

Der, And see! theyeome! 

Fortune repents; again she courts your side. 
And, with this first fidr olierin^ of success. 
She wooes you to forget her orime of yesterday. 

Be-mter Omab, with Axalla pritoner; Selima 
follows foeeping. 

Axal» I wo*not call thee villain ; 'tis a name 
Too holy for thy orime. To break thy faith, 
And turn a rebel to so good a master, 
Is an ingratitude unmatoh'd on etrlh. 
The first revolting angel's pride could onl^ 
Do more than thou hast done. Thou copiest well. 
And keep'st the black orijpnal in view. 

Omar. Do ra^, and vaii|1y call upon thy master 
To save his.minion. My revenge has caught thee. 
And I will make thee curse that fond presumption 
Tbat set thee on to rival me in aught. 

Baj, Christian, I hold thy fate at my disposal! 
One only way remains to mercy open ; 
Be partner of my flight, and my revenge. 
Ana thou art safe. The other choice is death. 

Axal, Then briefly thus. Death is the choice I make ; 
Since, next to heav'n, my master and my friend 
Has interest in my life, and still shall claim it. 

Btn: Then take thy wbh— Gall in our mutes ! 

Sd. My father. 
If ]ret you have-not sworn to oast me ofl^ 
' torn me out to wander in misfortune ; 



Ifyel 
Andl 
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If jet mj voice be fnraoioiu in your ean; 
If jet mj datjr and mj love offend not; 
Oh» call yoar lentenoe back, and save Axalla. 

Biff, Rise, Seliuia! The slave deserves to die» 
Who durst,' with sullen pride, refuse mj merej; 
Yet, for thj sake, oooe more J offer life. 
SeL Some angel whisper to mj aoxioos soal. 

What I shall do to save him. 

Ob, mj Axalla, seem but to consent 

lAtide to AtaUut 
Unkind and cruel, will joo then du nothing? 
I find X am not worth thj least of cares. 

Axtd. Oh ! labour not to haor dishonour on me ! 
I oonid bear sickness, pain, andpovertj. 
Those mortal evils, worse than death, for thee. 
But this — It has the force of fate against ns. 
And cannot be. 

SeL See, see, sir! he relents; [To Btgatei, 

Already he inclines to own your cause. 
A little longer, and he is all yours.' 

Btg, Then mark how far a Other's fondneis yields. 
'Till midnight I defer the death he merits, 
And give him op till then to th^ persuasion. 
If by that time he meeU my will, he lives : 
If not, thyself shalt own he dies with justice. 

Axal. 'TIS but to lengthen life upon the rack. 
I am resoVd already. 

SeL Oh! be still. 
Nor rashly urge a ruin on ua both ; 
Tis but a moment more I have to save thee. 
Be kind, auspicious Alha» to my pnyV \ 
More for my love, than for myself, 1 fear ; 
Neglect mankind awhile, and make him all thy care! 

[£xt(, tottA Axaila, 

Be§. Moneses is that dog secured ? 

Omar, He is. 

Bef. Tis well— My soul perceives returning great- 



Ai nature feels the spring. Lightly she bounds, 
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And shakes difhonoar, like a harden, from her, 
Onoe more imperial, awfal, and herself. 
So, when of old, Jove from the Titans fled, 
Ammon's rade front his radiant faoe beljr'd. 
And all the majesty of faeav'n lay hid. 

A I lAnorik K« nl«k. f n nnw'r ilivinA v'A^^^t ^. 

w its Ion 

i anin a _ 



} 



At len^h, by fate, to pow'r divine restor'd, *! 

His thooder tanght the world to know its lord, > 

The god grew terrible again, and was again ador*d. j 



ACT THE FIFTH. 




SCENE 1. Bajazet's Tent. 
Arpasia discovered, 
Arp. Sare 'tis a horror, more than darknets brifigs» 
That sits apon the night! Pate is abroad ; 
Some rating fiend hangs in the daskj ak, 
And scatters rain, death, and wild distractSoa 
O'er all the wretched race of man below. 
Not louji^ ago, a troop of ghasti j slaves 
Rosh'd in, and foro'd Moneses from my sight; 
Death hong so heavy on bis droopioff spirits. 
That scarcely could he say — Fta«well--for ever! 
And yet, methinks, some gentle spirit whispers, 
Thy peace draws near, Arpasia, sigh no morel 
And see, tlie king of terrors is at hand ; 
His minister appears. 

Enter Bajazet and Haly. 
A^'. The rest I leave 
To thy dispatch. For, oh, my faithAil Haly, 
Another care has taken ap thy master. 
Spite of the high-wronght tempest in my ftoal» 
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Spite of the ptiig^ which jealoasj has cott me, 
TiUB haaghtj wonuui reigns within my breast. 

[Apart to Holy. 

Hakf. Why wears my lord 
An anxious thooght for what his pow'r oommandsf 
When, in an ha|fpy hoar, yon shall, ere lonr. 
Have borne the empress from amidst your foes, 
Sha mast be yoors, ne only and all y oars. 

Bof, On that depends my fear; Yes, T most hate her; 
I own, I will not, eannot go without her. 
Be near to wait my will. [Exit Hah/. 

When last we parted, Hwas on anffry terms ^ 
Let the remembrance die, or kinoly think 
That jealous. rage is but an hasty fliaine, 
That btazss cfdt, when love too fiercely bums. 

Arp, For tWe to wrong me, and for me to suffer. 
Is the hard lesson which my soul has learnt; 
Nor is it worth my leisure to distinguish 
If loTe or jealousy commit the violence : 
Each have alike been fatal to my peace, 
Confirming me a wretch, and tliee a tyrant. 

B<9'. Still to deform thy (gentle brow with frowns. 
And still to be perverse, it is a manner 

Abhorrent from the softness of thy^ sex: 

Women, like summer storms, awhile are cloudy. 

Burst out in thunder, and impetuous show'rs; 

But straight the sun of beauty dawns abroad, 

And all the (air horiaon is serene. 
Arp, Then, to retrieve the honour of my sex. 

Here I diaclaim that changing and inoonstanoy : 

To thee I will he ever as I ain. 
Btg, Thou say'st 1 am a tynnt; think so itill. 

And let it warn thy nrudenee to lay hold 

On the good hour or peace, that courts thee now.^ 

Souls, form'd like mine, brook being scorned but ill. 

Be well advisM, and profit by my patience; 

It is a short-liv'd virtue, 
ilrp. Turn thy eyes 

Back on the story of my woes, barbarian t 

Thou that hast violated all respecU 
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Doe to m J mx mad honour of m j birtb I 

Thoa bratal ravisher, can I have peaoo with IheeP 

iMpottible! Pint bear*!! and hell shall join ; 



Tbej only differ more. 



1 see, 'tis vain 
To court Ui^ stubborn temper with endeamientt. , 
ResoWe/Utti 'moment, to retorn m? lore. 
And be th^ willing partner of m j nicht, 
Or, bj the prophet's holy law, thoa west 

Arp. And dost thou hope to fright me with the phantom 
Death ? Tis the greatest meroy thoa canst give ; 
Know, 1 disdain to aid thy treach'roos parpose ; 
And, Mooldst tbon dare to force me, with my cries 
I will call heav'n and earth to my assistance. 

Bm, Confusion! dost thou brave me? But my wrath 
Shall find a passage to thy swelling heart. 
And rack thee worse than all the pains or death. 
That Grecian dog, the minion of thy wishes. 
Shall be dragg'd forth, and butcher'd in thy si^ht ; 
Thoa shalt behold him when his pangs are lernble. 
Till thoo shalt rend tbv hair, tear out thy eyes, 
And curse thy pride, while I applaud my vengeance. 
Arp, Oh, uital image! all my pow'rs give way, 

And resolution sickens at the thooght ; 

Come, all ye great examples of ^ly sex, 

Chute virgins, tender wives, and pious matrons; 

Come to my aid, and teach me to defy 

The malice of this fieod ( 1 feel, I feel 

Your sacred spirit arm me to resistance. 

Yes. tyrant, I will stand thU shock of fate; 

Will live to triumph o'er thee, for a moment. 

Then die well pleas'd, and follow my Moneses. 
Bqj. Thou Ulk'stit well. Battalking is thy privilege; 

Tis all the boasted courage of thy sex ; 

Though, for thy soul, thou dar'st not meet the danger, 
ilrp. By all my ho^ of happiness I dare! 

My soul is coine within her ken of beav'n ; 

Charm'd with the joys and beauties of that place. 

Her thoughto and all her cares she fixes there, 

And 'tis in vain for thee to rage below. 
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Bqj. This rnonent it the trnU. 

Arp, Let it come! 
This moment then dmll abow I am a Greek, *^ 
And speak my coantry'a coora|re Jn my raflT'riog^. 

BtH» Here, meroj, 1 disclaim thee ! Mark me» traitrasa ! 
Mj lore prepares a Tiotim to thj pride, 
And when it greets thee next 'twill be in bicrad. [Exit. 

Arp. My heart beats higher, and my nimble spirit* 
Ride swifUy throagh their purple channePs round. 
Tis the last blaae of life* Nature revives. 
Like a dim winking lamp, that flashes brightly 
With parting light, and straight is dark for ever. 
And see, mv last of sorrows is at hand ; 
Death and Moneses come together to me^ 
As if m^ stars, that had so long been cruel. 
Grew kind at last, and gave me all I wish. 

Enter Moneses,. guarded hf tome Muiet ; othert aU 
tending with a Cup of Potson, and a Bow-string, 

Monk I charge ye, O ye ministers of fate! 
Be swift to execute your master's will ; 
Bear me to my Arpasia ; let me teU her. 
The tTrant is grown kind. He bids me go. 
And die beneath her feet. 

Arp, If it be liappiness, alas ! to die. 
To lie forgotten in the silent grave. 
To love and glory lost, and from among 
The great Creator's works expung'd and blotted. 
Then, verj shortly, shall we ooth be happy. 

Mon, There is no room for doubt; 'tis certain bliss. 
The tyrant's cruel violence^ thy loss,- 
Ahneady scon more light ; nor has my soul 
One onrepented guHt upo» remembrance. 
To make me dread the justice of hereafter: 
But, standing now on the last verge of life. 
Boldly I view the vast abyfl8,eternity, 
Eager to plunge, and leave my woes behind me. 

Arp, By all the truthof our past loves, I vow, 
To die appears a verv nothing to. me. 
This very now 1 could put on my being 
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Withoat a gnMiii ; bat to heboid thee die! 

Nalore tbrinkft in me st tbe dretdfol tboaght. 
Nor oaB mj oomtMioj fosUdii tbis blow. 

Man. Sinoe tboa art arm'd for all tbinga after deatb, 
Wbr aboold tbe pomp aDdpreparation of it 
Be friffhtful to tbT eyes? There's not a pain, 
Which age or sickness brings, the least disorder 
Thai vexes an j part of this fine frame. 
Bat's fall as grteTous. All that tbe mind feels 
Is mush, much more. 

Enter a Mute; he ti^ to the Rest» who profer a Bow- 

itrvig to M0NES£8. 

And see, I j[^o to prove it. 

Arp, Think, ere we part ! 

Man, Of what? 

Arp. Of something soft. 
Tender and kind, of something wondrous sad. 
Ob. my fnll soul ! 

mon. My tongue is at a loss ; 
Thoughts crowd so &st, thy name is all I've left, 
My kindest, truest, dearest, best Arpasia! 

' [The Mutei ttruggk with hhn. 

Arp, I have a thousand thousand things to utter, 
A thousand more to hear vet. Barbarous villains! 
Crive me a minute. Speak to me, Monesesl 

If OR. Speak to thee? Tis tbe business of my life, 
'TIS all the use I have for vital air. 
Stand off, ye slaves! To toll thee that my heart 
Is full of tnee; that even, at this dread moment. 
My fond eyes gaze with joy and raptnre on thee; 
Angels, and light itself, are not so mir 

Enter Bajazbt, Haly, and Attendants, 
Btg, Ha! wherefore lives this dog? Be quick, ye 
slaves! . 
And rid me of my oain. 
NLon, For only death. 
And tbe last night, can shut out my Arpasia. 

\Jhe Mtttes ttrangU Monetes. 
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Arp, Oh, dismal! 'tU not to be borne! Ye moralists f 
Ye talkers! what are all Toor precepts now P 
Patienoe! Distraction! Blast the tirrant, blast him, 
Avenriiig lightnings! Snatch him henoe, ye fiends! 
LoTe! DeaUi! Moneses! [Dies. 

Bf^V Fljr, ye slaves! 
And fetch me cordials. No, she shall not die! 
Spite of her sullen pride, TU hold in life, 
And force her to be blest against her will. 
, Uetly, Alreadr 'tis beyond the power of art; 
For see, a deadly cold lias frone the blood, 
The pliant limbs grow stiff, and lose their use. 
And all the animating fire is queoch'd. 

Bof. Can it be possible? Can rage and grief. 
Can We and indignation be so fierce. 
So mortal in a woman's heart? Confusion ! 
Is she esoap'd then ? What is royalty. 
If those that are my slaves, and should live for me, 
Can die, and bid defiance to my power? [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
£nter Bajazet and the Dervite. 
Der. The valiant Omar sends to tell thy greatness 
The hoar of flight is come, and urges haste; 
Since he descries, near Tamerlane's pavilion. 
Bright trooflB of crowding torches, who from thence, 
On either hand, stretoh far into the night. 
And seem to form a shining front of battle. 
Behold, e'en from this place thou may'st discern them. 

^Looking out, 
Bof. ByAlha, yes! they cast a day around 'em, 
And the plain seems thick set with stars, as heaWn. 
Ha ! or my eyes are false, they move this way ; 
Tis certain so. Ply, Haly, to our daughter. 

[£nt Haly, 
Let some secure the Christian prince Azalla: 
We will be gone this minute. 
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Enter Omar. 

Omar. Lost! aodone! 

B9. What meui'st thoa? 

Omar. All oar hofMt of fliji^ht are lost 
Mirvan and Zama, with the Parthian horse, 
Enclose as round ; they hold as in a toil. 

Btff. Ha! whence this unexpected cnrse of chance? 

Omar. Too late I learn'd, that early in the ni^bt 
A slave was soffeHd, by yoor daajjphter's order. 
To pass the ffoard. I dove the TiUain down 
Who Tielded to his ili(Hit ; bat that's poor Tcngeanoe. 
That nifi^tive has rais'd the camp opon os. 
And unperceiT'd, by fiiTonr of the nifj^t, 
In silence they have march'd to intercept os. 

Bof. Mt dao^ter! Oh, the traitress ! 

Der. Yet we have 
Axalla in oar pow'r; and an|(ry Tamerlane 
Will boy his fav'rite*s life on any terms. 

Omar. With those few friends I have, I for awhile 
Can face their force: if they refuse as peace, 
Revenge shall sweeten rain. [Ertt. 

Rt'^iUer Halt, with Sblima, weeping. 

Bqj. See where she comes, with well-dissembled in- 
nocence; 
With troth and faith so lovely in her face. 
As if she durst e'en disavow the falsehood. 
Hop'st thou to make amends with tri6ing; tears. 
For my loHt crown, and disappointed ▼engeanoe? 
Unj^teful Selima ! thy father's curse ! 
Bnnz forth the minion of her foolish heurt; 
He dues this moment. 

Ho/jf. Woold I coold not speak 
The crime of fatal love! The slave who (led, 
By whom we are undone, was that Axalla. 

B<9. Ha! saystthoa? 

Holy. Hid beneath that vile appearance, 
The princess found a means for his escape. 

Set, 1 am ondone! e'eb natare has disolaia'd me! 
MyfiUher! have I lost you aU? My frlher! 
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Bqi. Talk'st tlion of nature, who hast broke her 
. bands? 
Thoa art my bane, thoa witoh, thoa infant parricide! 
But I will stadj to be strangely croel ; 
1 will forget the follv of my fondness; 
Drive all the fitther from my breast ; now snatch thee, 
Tear thee to pieces* drink thy treach'rons blood. 
And make thee answer all my great revenge! 
Now, no Wy thon traitress ! lOfers to kiU her. 

Sel, Plunge the poniard deep! X^^^^ ^''*' 

The life my rather gare shall hear his sommons, 
And issue at the wound ; 

Sinoe from your spring I drew the purple stream, 
And I must pay it back, if yon demand it. 

Baj. Hence firom my thoughts, thoo soft, relenting 
weakness! 
Hast thoo not giir^n me up a prey — belray'd me? 

SeL Ob, not Tor worlds! not e'en for all the joys, 
LoTC, or. the prophet's paradise can give! 
Amidst the thousand pains of anxious tenderness, 
I made the gentle, kind Axalia swear 
Your life, your crown, and honour should be safe. 

Bm, Away ! my soul disdains the vile dependence ! 
No, let me rather die, die like a king ! 
Shall I fall down at the proud Tartar's foot, 
And say, *<Hare meroyon me!"— {il shovt] Hark! 

they come ! 
Disgrace will overtake my ling'riAg hand: 
Die then ! Thy father's sliame, and thine, die with thee. 

IQffen to kiU her, 

SeL For heav'tt, for pity's sake! 

Btff, No more, thou trifler! 

{jSelima catches hold rf hit Arm. 
Ha! dar'st thon bar my wilW Tear off her hold! 

Sel. What, not for life ! Should I not plead for life? 
JLfOok on my eyes, which you so oft have kiss'd, • 
And swore t^y were yopr best-lov'd queen's, my mo- 
ther's; 
Behold 'em now, streaming for mercy, mercy ! 
iiook on me, and deny me if yon can! 
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Tn bat for life I heg, U that a boon 
So bard for me t' obtain, or you to gnnt? 
Oh, spare me ! spare joar Selinia, my father 1 
B<9. A lasy sloth liangs on my resolution : 
It is my Selima!— Ha! what, my child! 
And can I murder her? ISkoutt. 

Again they come ! 1 leave her to my foes ! 
And shall they triomph o'er the race of Bajacei ? 
Die, Selima! Is that a father's voice? 
Rouse, roose, my fury ! Yes, she dies the victim 
To my lost hopes. Out, out, thou foolish nature ! 
Jastly she shares the roio she has made. 

Enter MtUet, 
Seize her, ye sbives ! and strangle her this moment ! 

[To the Mtaes. 

Set. Oh. let me die by you ! 
1 wo'not slirink ! Oh, save me bat from these! 

Bm, Dispatch. [The Mutet seise her. 

Set But for a moment, while I pray 
That beav*n may goard my faUier. 

Bm, Dogs! 

Sel, Thatyoa may only blem me ere I die. [Shoui, 

Bqf. Ye tedious villains, then the work is mine. 

[ill Bafaget rum at Selima with hii Swerd, enter T*- 
meritme, AsaUa, 4^, AxaUa get$ between Bqfatet 
and SeliuMy whilst Tamerlane and the Hest 'drive 
Bmazet and the Mutet nff the Stage, 

AsaL And am I come to save theeP oh, my joy ! 
This one soocess is more tlmn all my wars, 
The noblesf, dearest glory of my sword. 

Sel. Alas, Axalla! death has been around me; 
My coward soul still trembles at the fHght, 
And seems but half secure, ev'n in thy arms. 

AxaL Retire, my fair, and let me guard thee forth: 
Blood and tomultuoos slaughter are abont us. * 
Nor will the pleasure of my heart be fall, 
Till all my fears are ended in tliy safety. [Exeunt. 
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Flourith, Re-enter Tamerlane, the Pbincb of Ta- 
j9 AiSyZ AM A fMiRVAv, and Soldiers; wttABAjAzsT, ' 
Omar, and the Dervite, Prisoners. 
Tarn. Heroy at lenjirtb giTes op her peaoefal ioeplre| 

And jostice sternl j takes tier tarn to govern ; 

Tis a rank world, and aska her keenest sword, 

To cut op villany of monstroos growth. 

Zama, tate care, that with the earliest dawn, 

Those traitors meet the iate their treason merits! 

F Points to Omar and the Dervke. 
^ _ _ [To Bt^aset] whose oppressive 

violence 
Has min'd those thoa shooldst protect at home; 
What punishment is eqoal to tky crimes? 
The doom thy rage designed for me be thine : 
Clos'd in a case, like some destructive beast. 



I'll have thee borne about in public view, 
A great example of that righteous vengeance 
That waits on cruelty and pride like thine. 
Bqj. It is beneath me to decline my (ate ; 
I stand prepared to meet thv utmost bate ; 
Yet think not I will long thy triumph see: 
None want the means, when the soul dares be free, 
ril curse thee with my last, mj parlang breath. 
And keep the coun^^e of my life in death 1 
Then boldly venture on that world unknown ; 
It cannot use me worse than this has done. 

[£jnt Bqjaxet, guarded, 
' Tarn, Behold the vain dFects of eartli-born pride, 
That scorn'd heav'n's laws, and all its powV defy'd. 
That could the hand which form'd it first forget. 
And fondly say, ** I made myself be great!" 
But josti V those above assert their sway, ^ 

And teach ev*n kings what bomm they should pay, S 
Who then rule best, when mindful to obey. 3 

lEsetmt, 



epiloguje:. 

Too welKwe nw wbat most have been ovr fiile, '\ 

When harmony with beaotj joia'd, of late, > 

Tbreaten'd the rain of oor unking stale ; 3 

Till ^oa', from whom oor beia|r we reeeiye. 

In pitj bid year own creation live : 

With movioff: soands von kindly drew the fiur. 

And fix'd once more that shininfi; circle here: 

The lyre von brinfi^ is half Apollo's praise ; 

Be oors the task to win and wear his bays. 

Thin hodses were before so frequent to us. 

We wanted not a project to nndo as ; 

We seldom saw yoor honoors, bat by chance. 

As some folks meet their friends of Spain and France: 

Twas verse decav'd, or politics improved, 

That had estrangNd yon tnas from what yoo lov'd. 

Time was, when busy faces were a jest. 

When wit and pleasure were in most request; 

When cheerful theatres with crowds were prao'd ; 

But those good days of poetry are past. 

Now soar reformers in an empty pit, "% 

With teble books, ks at a lecture sit, > 

To take notes, and give evidence 'gainst wit. 3 

Those who were once our friends, employed elsewhere, 

Are busy now in settling peace and war: 

With careful brows, at Tom's and Will's they meet. 

And ask who did elections lose or get? 

'< Our friend has lost it'*—*' Faith, I'm sorry for't; . 

He's a good man, and ne'er was for the court; 

He to no government will sue for grace, 

By want of merit safe against a place. 

Br spite a patriot made, and sworn t' oppose 

All who are uppermost, as England's foes: 

Let Whig or Tory, any side prevail. 

Still 'tis Qa constant privilege to rail." 
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Another, that the tax and war may oease, 
TVUks of the dnke of Anjon's right, and peaoe: 
And, from Spain's wiae example, is for taking 
A vioeroy or the mighty monarch's making; 
Who should all rignts and liberties maintain. 
And English laws by learn'd dragoons explain. 

Gome, leave these politics, and follow wit ; "} 

Here, onoontroli'd yon may in judgment sit; > 

We'll never differ with a crowded pit : y 

We'll take yon all, ev'n on your own oondilions. 
Think yon great men and wondrous politicians ; 
And if yon slight the ofiers which we make yon. 
No Brentford prioces will forstatesaen take yon. 



C. Whitttoghun, Prioter, CUmvick. 
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TANCRED AND SIGISMUNDA. 

Onb of the Dumeroiu episodical novels which 
occnr in Gil Bias fornisiied the plot and fonnda- 
tion of this tragedy, which was produced by the 
elegantly classical author of the Seatcnif at Dnaiy 
Lane Theatre in 1744. Its saccess was nearly 
eommensorate with its merit, which is, in spite 
of critics, who have pronounced it litter for the 
closet than the stage, of a very superior order ; 
nor while harmonious and expressive natural 
poetry is held in estimation, will Tancrbd ahd 
SiGisMUNDA cease to attract a numerous train of 
fational admirersr 



PROLOGUE. 

Bold is the mao, who, in this nioer agv, 
Presames to tread the chaste, eorreelM stage. 
Now with gay tinsel arts we can no more 
Conceal the want of nature's sterling ore. 
Our spells are vanisfa'd, broke our nagic wand. 
That Ds'd to waft joa over sea and land. 
Before jonr light tlie fairy people fiide. 
The dewNW fly-r-the ghost itself is laid. 
In Tain of martial scenes the loiMi alarms. 
The mighty prompter thond'rinr oot to arms, 
The playboose posse olatt'ring from afar. 
The oleie-wedg'd battle, and the din of war. 
Now ev^n the senate seldom we oonvone ; 
The yawning fathers nod behind the scene. 
Yoor taste rejects the glitt*rin^ false soblime, 
To sigh in metaphor, and die in rhyme. 
High rant is tumbled from his gall'ry throne : 
Oeseription, dreams — nay, nmuies are gone. 

What shall we theaf to please yon how devise, 
Whose judgment sits not in yoor ears nor eyes? 
Thrice happy I conid we catch great Sfaakspeare's art. 
To trace the deep recesses of the heart : 
His simple, plain soblime, to which is giv'n 
To strike the soal with darted flame from hoav*a : 
Could we awake soft Otway's tender woe. 



Hie pomp of verse and golden lines of Rowe. 
We to your hearts apply : let them attend ; 
Before their silent, candid bar we bend« 



If warm'd, they listen, 'tis our noblest praise: 
If cold, they wither all the muse's bays. 



Tancred . 
Siffredi . 
Otmond , 
Madolpko 

Qficert , 
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ACT THE I^IRST. 




SCENB I. The Palace. 
tenter SioiSMVNDA and Laura. 

Big. A«, fiital dftj to Siciljr ! the king 
Toacbet bis last moments ! 

Lau, So 'tis fetr^d. 

Sig, LAor|t,''tis said, tlie heart is sometimes oharg'd 
With a prophetic sadness : snofai metlunks. 
Now hangs on mine. The kinjt's approaching death 
Suggests a thousand fears. What troobles thence 
May throw the state once more into confusion. 
What sudden changes in my fiUher's house 
May rise, and part me from my dearest Tancred, 
Alarms my thoughts. 

Lau. Ine fears of loTO-sick fiuicy ! 
Perversely Inisy io torment it«elf. 
But be assur'd your father's steady friendship, 
Join'd to a certain genius, that commands. 
Not kneels to fortune, will support and cherish, 
Here in the public eye of Sicily, 
This, I may call him, his adopted son. 
The noble Taaored, fQfrm;d *a all his virtues. 
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Is never fUttered with sooh dear encbantDient 

As wbeD she bears thepraisei of ibe man she ioves 
Lau. Madam, joar mther oomes. 

Enter Sifprboi. 
S^, [To an Attendant as he enters] Lord Tuiered h 
Men. Mj lord, he qoiektj will be here. [foond. 

f'Tis wall—- retired—Yea too, mj daod|iter» leavo 
. 1 ffQ, my iather-^Bnt how iares the Jang 9 [me. 
', He is DO more. Gone to that awfiil stale. 
Where kings the crown wear onl? of their ▼irtoee. 

Sig. How bright mast then be bis! This stroke fa 

He was this morninf well, when to the chase [sodden ; 
Lord Taoered went ^ 

Sy^. Tis true. Bat at his years 
Death gives short notic^^Drooping natnre then. 
Withoat a gnst of pain to shake it, lalls. 
His death, mj daughter, was that happy period 
Which few attain. The duties of his day 
Were all discharged /calm as evening skies 
Was his pure mind, and lighted up with hoMk 
That open heaven ; when for his last long sleep 
Timely prepared* a lastitade of life, 
A pleasinjg^ weariness of mortal jov. 
Fell on his sool, and down he sunk to rest. 

Oh. may mv death be snob ! ^He bot one wbh 

Left uofolnlPd, which was to see count Tancred<— — - 

Sig. To see count Tancred! — ^Pardon me, my lord — 

S^'. For what, jpny daughter i — ^But with such emotion. 
Why did you start at mentioB 4if count IVncredP 

Stg, Nothing — I only hop'd the dying king 
Might mean to make some generous just provision 
For this your worthy charge, this noble orphan. 

S^, And be has done it largely — Leave me liow— > 
I want some private oonferenoe with lord Tkmored. 

[£jr€ttiit SMmunda and Lmim. 
My donbta are bot too true— If these old eyes 
Can trace the marks of love, a mutual passion 
Has aeis*d, I fear, my daughter and this prinoe. 
My sovereign oowx-Sbould it be aof Ah, there, - - 
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There Inrkt a broodiof tempeit, that niaj tHiAe 
Mj loos ooneerted Mbeine, to leltle firm 
Tbe paClic peaoa and welfiwe, winch th« kin|^ 

Hai made ue prodent imaia of his will 

Awa:^:, paworthy liewa! yoa shall not tempt me! 
Nor interest, nor ambition shall sednoe 

Mr fixVl resolve ^Perish tbe selfish thoaicht, 

WUob onr own |;ood preisrs to that of millions * 
He comes, my king, nneonscBoos of his fortune. 

£nter Tancksd. 

Tmi. My lord Siffredi, in year looks I read, 
Ck»nfirm*d, the moornfol news that fly abroad 
From tongoe to tongo^-^ We then, at last, have lost 
ThQ rood old king? 

S^, Yes, we have lost a lather! 
Tbe greatest blessing heaven bestows on mortals, 
A good, a worthy king! — Hear me, my Tanered, 
And I will tell thee, in a few plain words/ 
How be deserv'd that best, that glorious title. 
He lov'd his people, deem'd them all his children ; 
The good exalted, and depressed the bad. 
He sought alone the good of those for whom 
He was entrusted with the sovereign power: 
WbU knowing that a people in thMr nghta 
And industry protected, living safe 
Beneath the sacred shelter of the laws, 
Are ne'er ungrateful. With unsparing band 
Tbev will for him provide : their filial love 
Ana oonfidence are his nnbilinff tressure. 
And every honest nmn his taithfal guard. 

Tan. A seneral face of grief o'erspreads the eity. 
I mark'd the people, as I hither came. 
In crowds assembled, struck with silent sorrow. 
And pouring forth the noblest praise of tears. 
A mingled murmur ran 
Alon|( the streets ; and from the lonely court 
Of him who can no more asmst their fortunes, 
I saw the courtier-fry, with eager haste, 
All hurrying to Constantia. % 
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I joy to hear fron 4lkee Iheie jost i 
Worlbj of riper jeiMRft— But if tliej teak 
Gonstantia, trust mfi, tUay msUke Umreomm* 

Tan, How! U9hefu4,myiQtdtUke]^bB]um^$tiaUr, 
Heir to the crown of SicUy? tim last 
Of our faiB*d Norman line, and now ow «aMo^ 

1^. 'fancred, *ti« tro^ ; sbe in t^s Jato king's ■wier'y 
Hie sole 8iUTivinKioff8|Nriiig of ftbiit tjnuiC 
William the Bad— born some months 
After the tjrant's death, fant not next heir. 

Tan. You much surpriM me — Ujm I Ihea prann* 
To ask who U? 

^i^' Gome nearer^ noble TaaeivBd, 
Son of my care. I jnast, on this o<MsaBtaA, 
Consult thy (generous benrt; which, whea oandonled 
B^ reclitnicb of mind and booest virtiMfl, 
Gives better counsel than tiie hairy hcAd*^ i 

Then know, there lireis » prince, here in Pidermo, | 

The lineal offspring of oar faoMiiw hero, 
And rightful heir (^ Sicily. 

Tan. Great heaven I How fiu- ramov'4 
From that our mighty Coonder? 

Sy^. His great graud^n : 
Sprung from his eldest ion, who died witiBeiy, 
Before his father. 

Tan. Ha! the prince yon JBe«D» 
Is he not Manfred's SOB f The genorons, bmvn. 
Unhappy Manfred! whom the tyraat William. 
You^ust now mention'd, not content to spoil 
Of his paternsl ordwn, tbrew Into fieUers, 
And inuunousiy murdered f 

S^: Yes, the same. 

Tan. But tJiis prioqe. 
Where has he lain conceal'd? 

Sif. The late good king, 
By noble pity mo?'d, contrived to s^ve him 
From his dire father's unrelenting rage. 
And had him rear'd in private, as beiMune 
His birth and hopes, with high And prince]/ BudBrs. 



Till oow. too joQU$[ to nfle « lrdoMe«t state, 
B? civil Droil* notl laiserftMj torn, 
no io hb safe retreat kas Itfin ooiio«il'4, 
His birth and fintmiv to himself aaknown ; 
Bat wheft tbe dying km|^ W me fMrosted, 
As to the ehaoceHtor of fh^ reatm, his will. 
He oani'd him fab saeftesaor. 

Tan. Happy jretflh* 
Ho then wiU trimuph o'er his 1lither*s foes. 
O'er baoghtj Osnioad, and t6e tyrttnt's daag%tor. 

S^. Ay, that b what I dread— Che heat of youth; 
There Ints* 1 fear, perditton to the stato, 
I dread the horrors of rtttndted wmr : 
Tfwagh dead, the tyrant stiir is to he fear'd ; 
His daof^htor's party stiH b strong and nomeroas : 
Her friend, earl Osmond, constable of Sicily, 
Bxperieoc'd, brave, high-born, of mighty interest. 
Bettor the prince and princess shoold by marriage 
Unite their fipiends, their iMtorest, and tlieir claims! 
Then will the peace and welfere of the land 
On a firm basis rkm. 

Tcifi* My 'lord SnTredl, 
If by m vself I of thb prince may judge, 
That scueme will scaree soooeed — Your pradent age- 
In vain will eomset, if the heart forbid it — 
But wherefore fear? The right is clesrfy hb ; 
All Sicily will roose, all feithftil hearts, 
Will range themselves aroond prinee Manfred's sod. 
For me, I here devote me to the service 
Of thb young prime; I every drop of Mood 
Will lose with joy, with transport in his cause — 
Pardon my warmtht— but that, my lord, will never 
To thb decision come — Then find the prince ; 
Lose tot a iMoneiit ky awakeif in him 
Tbe royal sonU Perhsfps he, now desponding. 
Pines in a corner, and laments his fortune 
That in the narrower bounds of private life 
He must eonine his aims, those swelling virteee 
Which from hb noble fetber he inherits. 

(Sjf. Perhaps, t e gm d lc a i, 'm the ceuuMtt bwe 
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Of jooth he JBelUj iu vanity and lo^. 

But if the seeds of virtue glow within him, 

I will awake a higher sense, • lot e 

Tliat grasps the loves and liappiness of millions. 

Tan. Wbj that sorouse? Or sboold he love, Siffiredi^ 
I doubt not, it ia nobi j^ which will raise 
And animate bis virtues— Oh, Pf rmat ae 
To plead the cause of yonth---Tbeir virtue oA, 
In pleasure's soft enchantment lulPd awhile. 
Forgets itself; it sleeps and gailj dreams, 
Till great occasion rouse it ; then, all flame, 
It wiJks abroad, with heigbten'd soul and vigour. 
And by the change astonishea the i|^rld. 

Sif, Hear him, immortal shadea of bis grant fatbersf 
Forgive me, sir, this trial of yonr heart. 
Thou! thou art he! 

Tan. SilTredi! 

Sif. Tancred, thou ! 
Thou art the man of all the manj thouMnde 
That toil upon the bosom of this iale^ 
By heaven elected to command the rest. 
To rule, protect them, and to make^them happy f 

Tan. Manfred, my fiither! I the last support 
Of the fam'd Norman line, that awes the world ! 



I, who this morning wander'd forth an orohan, 

90, my second father! 
Thus caird to glory ! to the first greai lot 



Outcast of all but thee, my second father! 



Of bumankindT— Oh» wonder-working hand, 

That in majestic silence swajra at will 

Tlie mighty movements of unbounded nature ; 

Ob, grant me, heaven, the virtues to suslai* 

This awful burden of so many heroes! 

Let me not be exalted into shame, ^ 

Set up the worthless pageant of vain fp'andev. 

Meantime I thank the justice of the king, 

Who has my right bequeath'd me. Thee, SiffVedi, 

I thank thee—Oh, 1 ne*er enough can tluuik thee! 

Yes, thon hast been— thou art— shalt be my fiobpr! 

Tliou shalt direct my unexpedeno'd yean, 

Shalt be 4Jm ruUi^ iMli4» «lid I «be ipiMl. 
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S^. It U ewMigb finr ne — to ■«« my fov'reigfi 
AMert his nrtoes, And nuuolain his bononr. 

Tan, I think, my lord, jron said the king committed 
To yovL hi^ will? I hope it is oot olo§[g'd 
With anj bMo oonditions, anj claose. 
To trnuinise my heart, and to Constantia 
Bosfave mjr hand deroted to another. • 
The hint jou just now satre of that allianoe. 
You most imaipne, wa^es mj fear, fiat knowr 
Id this alone I will not bear dispvte. 
Not even from thee, Siffredi! — ^Let the ooanoil 
Bo straight assembled, and the will there opeit'd : 
Tbenoe issue speedjr orders to convene. 
This day ere noon, the senate : where those barons, 
Who now are in Palermo, will attend. 
To pay their ready homaffe to the king. 

^f. I go, my liege. But once again permit me 
To tell yoq-r — Now, is the trying crisis, 
That most determine of your fatoffe reign. 
Oh, with heroic ri^ar watch your heart! 
And to the sovereign duties or iho king, 
Th' uneqiiaird pleasores of a g^d en earth, 
Submit the common joys, the common passions, 
NaT, even the virtues of the private man. 

Tmn. Of that no more. Tbov aot oppose, but aid. 
Invigorate, cherish, and reward each otber. [£nt Sif* 
Now, generous Sigismuoda, eomes my torn 
To show my love was not of thine unworthy. 
When fortune bade me blosh to look to thee. 
But what is fortune to the wish of love? 
A miserable bankrupt! 
Quick, let me find her! taste that highest Joj, 
Tn' exalted heart can know, the mia'd effusion 
Of gratitude and love!-— Behold, she oonms! 

Re-enter Sxgismukda. 
My flutt'ring snul was all on wing to find thee, 
Sly love, mj Sigismanda ! 

Sig. Oh, my Tancred ! 
Tell me wliat means this mystery and gloom. 
Thai lowers aronnd i Jnat now imro&v'd in thought. 
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Mj father shot athwart me-^You, bit loti. 
Seem strangely mov*d-^l fetr lome dark event, 
From the kuig'a deaHi to trouble oor reposb ; 
That tendrfr calm we id the woodi» of Belmonf 
So happilj enjoy*d^-^ — BfxipMim this hnrrjr. 
What means ilf 0»y. 

Tan. It means tliat we are haippy ! 
Bevond uiir most romantic wishes hftppj! 
^ig. Yon bat perplex me more. 
Tan. It means, my fiiirest, 
That thou art qtmen of !9ieilj ; and I 
The happiest of msokind! 
Because with thee I can adorn mr tnroiiv. 
Manfred, who fell by tyrant Wiilimii's rage. 
Was my father. {Fautilig. 

Yon droop, my Ioto; dmeeted on « saddiea; 
You seem to moora my fortun&^The soft tear 
Sprinjij^s in thy e^'e^^-Ob, let me kisa it oiF— ^^ 
Why this, mY Si^pimranda^ 

Sig. Royal TMicred, 
None at your glorious forfmw can IHce me 
Rejoice ; — yet me alone, of mil Siciliin*, 
It makes onhaoM'. 

Tan. I should hate it then ! 
Should throw, with seorn, the splendid min from me ! — . 
No, Sigismnnda, 'lis my hope with Hiee 
To share it, whence it dmws it» richest viloe. 

Sig. Yoa are my 8ov*reign-^f at hotaibte dlMattoe — 
Tan. Thoa art my qneen ! the sOTereign of my sool ! 
The dear, tlie tender, gen'rous Siri^munda! 

Sig. Yoor heart, 1 know, disdains the little thongllt 
Of changing with the vain, external change 
Of ciroumstanoe and fortane. 
But ah ! the hearts of kings are not tbefr own. 
Some high descended princess, who will bring 
New power and interest to your throne, demands 

Your rovat band-^-iierhaps GoostantUr 

Tan, i^he! 
Oh, name her not! were I this moment free 
And duiengag^d as he who never sigh'd 
For mntoldMft wortb like thine, I fbonld abbor 
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All tboog^bU of that allifiiioe. Her fell futfiar 

Most baielj marder*d mine ; 

And canst thon daen me then to poorlj tame. 

So oool a traitor t6 mj ikther** bipod, 

Ai from the |ftrcident eowardioe of gtate 

ffer to sabmit to soch a base propotaJ ? 

Thej whom jngt heaven has to a throne exalted. 

To guard the rights and libertieii of others. 

What doty binds them to betray their own^ 

Or if indeed, mj choice most he directed 

By views of pooKc fc^md, whom shal^ I choose 

So fit to grace, to dignify a crown^ 

And beam' sweet mercy on a happy people. 

As thee, my lovef Whom place upon my throne 

Bflt thee, diesoended from the good SifTredi ? 

Sig. Cease, cease to raise my hopes above my duty, 
Charm me no more, my Tanored!--Oh, that we 
In those blest woods, where first yon won m? soul. 
Had pass*d our gentle days ; far from the toil 
And pomp of ooarts ! Sooh is the wish of love ; 
Tis all in vain — ^yoa cannot hush a voice 
That mnrmors here-^I must not be persuaded ! [wishes ! 

Tan. ^Kneeling] Hear me, thou soul of all my hopes and 
And witness heaven, prime souroe of lo^e and joy ! 
Not a whole wahriog world combined against dm, 
Shall ever shake my faith to Sigismandal 

' fTrumpeti and ooc^omattons heard» 

Bot, hark \ the pablio voice to duties call me. 
Which with unwearied seal I will discharge; 

And thon, yes thou, shaH be my bright reward 

Yet— «re I go-<^to hash thy lovely fears, [blaak* 

Thy delicate ohjeetions--41Frites^nAflie}»-Tkke this 
Sijrn*d with thy name, and ^ve it to thy father : 
Tell him 'tis my command it be filPd op 
With a most strict and solemn marriage contract. 
How dear each tie! how oharmirig to my sool ! 
That more onites iie to my Sigismonda. 
For thee, and for my people's g^od to live, 
la all the bUss which sovMrmgn power can give. 
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In Sicily - 

To yourt I ioi» my buid ; niUi yon will aw» 
No int*reftt Aod oo party bot my country. 
Nor is yi>ar friendsnip only i»y Mahilion : 
There is a dearer name, the name of father, 
By which I nboold reioioe to call SUfredi. - 
Yoor daoghter's hand wooM tc the pubKe weal 
Unite my priTate happineaa. 

Sif. My lord, 
Yoo have i^y glad coaatnft. To be allied 
To yoor diiitiii(piish*d Tamiiy and aierit, 
i shall estieem an honoar. Croni my seal 
1 here embrace earl Osmond as my friend 
And son. 

Osm, You make him happy. 
1 from this moment vow mrself the friend 
And zealoos servant of Siffredi's hoaae. 

Enter an Officer bdmtgimg to the Court, 
Offi. [To Sifredi] The king, my lerd, dfemanda your 

speedy presence. 
Sif, I will attend him straight— FareweB, my. lord -, 
•The senate meobi: tbere, a few momenta hmmee, 
I will rcnoin you. 

Osm. There, my noble lord, 
^e will complete this salatary work ; 
Will there begin a new ansaicMMie eva. _* 

lEsBwnt &i'redi and Officer: 
Siffredi gives his daoghter to my wishes — 
But does she give herseH? Gay, yoimg, and flaUer'd, 
Perhaps engag'd, will she her yofithfei heart 
Yield to my l»arsher, uncomplying jrears? 
I am not form*d, by flattery and nraise. 
By sighs and tears, and all tiie wmning trade 
or love, ta feed a fair one's vanity ; 
To charm at once and spoil her. These soft ajrta 
Nor suit my year* iHW temper; theee be left 
To boys and dotijig age. ^ peudentikJiier, 
By nature charg*d to guide and rule her cfaoioe, 
ftesigns hia daoghler to % hmband's power. 
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Who with tuperier Sgmty, with retfOB, 

^Dd manlj tetidemBM, ^M over love bar ; 

Not first a kneeliiig dttTo, ud thou a tjrmat [Enl. 

£nt«r RoDOLPHoyrom tfte Senate. 
Rod. This will perplexes all. No, Tanered, nerer 
Can 8tooj» to these conditioos, which at onoo 
Attack ku richts, bis honoar, and liis love. 
Th' anjost, the Immo coaditioBS of the will. 
Unoertain, tost in erael agitation. 
He oft, niethoo|(iit» •ddress'd hinself 1 
Aad interroBt Siffredi, who appeared. 
With coiwciiMis haste to dread f lAt intermption. 
And hurry'd on— —But hark ! I hear a noise. 
As if the assemMj rose 

ISigUmunda and Attendanti jMm tkt&ugk the batk 
Scene, 

. Enter Lavwla. 

Iam, Yoar high prais'd friend, the kinic, 
Is false, most vilely fitlse. The meanest slave 
Had shown a nobler heart. 
He Manfred's son ! away ! it cannot he! 
The son of that brave prinoe could never saorifibe ' 
All frith, all honour, gratitude, and love, 
All in a moment— And for what? why, Iraly, 
For kind permission, graoioos leave, to sit 
On bie own throne with tyrant William's daoghter! 

B4)d, I stand amaafd-— Yoa surely wrong faim, Laura; 
There most be some mistake. 

Lau, There om be none ! 
Siffredi read his fuU and free consent 
Before tfa* applauding senate. True indeed, 
A small remain of eham^, a timorous weakness, 
Kven dastardly in falsehood, made him blush 
To act tbia scene in Sigismonda's eye. 
Who sunk beneath hia pertSdy and baseness. 
Hence, till to-morrow be adjoum'd the senate! 
To-morrow, fix*d with infamv to crown him ! 
Then,Jeading off his gay, tiiumphant princess, 
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He left the poor nnlMippj SigiMioii^ 
To ben«l her trenibliDK steps lo thtt lad bone * 

His faithless vows will render haleftil to her— — 
He oom e s Fsrewell-^^-^ cannot bear his preseaoe! 

Enter Tancbbd and Siffbedi. 

Tan, Avoid me, hoarj traitori — Go^ Eiodolpho, 
Give orders. tliat all passages this way 
Be shat—Defend ne from ih« hatefol world. 
The bane' o^|iHK>e and bonoor— then retani-«** 

lEnt R4^olpk0, 
What! dost thou haunt me still? Oh»moBstroaa insult! 
Unparallel'd indi«;nitj I Just heaven ! 
Was ever king, was ever man so treated ; 
So trampled into baseness? 

Sif. Here, mj liege, 
Here strike! I nor deserve, nor ask for mercy. 

Tan. All, all but this I oould have borne— but this! 
This daring insolence bevond example I 
This mnrd'rons stroke, that stabs my peace for ever! 
That wounds me there — there! whore the Jinman bearl 
Most exquisitely feel s ' 

<Sjf. Oh, bearitnot. 
My royal lord ; appease on me yow vengeance! 

Tan. Did ever tyrant image augbt so cruel ! 
The lowest slave that crawls upon the earth, 
Robb'd of each comfort heav'n bestows on mortals, 
On the baiv ground has still his virtue left, 
The sacred treasure of an honest heart, 
Which thou hast dar'd, with rash, andaoionshand, 
And impious fraud in me to violate- — ^ 

S^, Behold, my lord, that rash audacious hand, 
Which not repents its crime — Oh, glorious, happy ! 
If by my min I can save yonr honour. 

Tan. Such honour I renounce; with soTereign aeom 
Greativ detest it, and its mean adviser! 
Hast thou not dar'd beneath my name to shellera 
Beneath thy sovereign's name, uasely presnm'd 
To shield a iie^a Ut^ in publie ntter*dU 
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To ftll deladed Sioilj P fiot know, 

This poor coutrivanoe u as weak as base. 

What! marrjber! Gonstaotia! her! tbedaoghtar 

or tbe fell tyrant who destroy'd mj father? 

The verj Ihoaicht is madness T Bre thou seest 

The torch of Hymen li|^t these haled noplials, 

Thou shalt behold SiciKa wrapt flames. 

Her cities raz'd, her iraHeys dreneh'd with slaaghter-" 

Love set aside, my pride assumes the quarrel ) 

My honour now is up; in spile of thetf, 

A wosid oombin'd against me, I will mub 

This scattered will in fragments to the Winds, 

Assert ny rights, the fireedom of my heart. 

Crush all -who dare oppose me to the dost. 

And heap perdition on thee! 

Sy, Sir, 'tis just 
Bxhaust on me tk^ rm; I claim it all. 
But for these public tbreals thy passion utters^ 
Tls what thoo'Canst noldo; 

Tan. I cannot! ha! 
What shall arrest my Tengeance? Who? 

^. liiyself. 

Tan. Away! Dare not to justify thy crime f 
Tliat, that alone can aggrarate its horror. 
Add insolence to insolence — ^perhaps 
May make ray ntge forget^»— ** 

Sif. Oh, let it burst 
On this grey head, derotcd to ihy service! 
But wfai^ the storm has Tented all its fury, 
Thou thefu must hear — nay more, I know thou wilt-o 
Wilt hear the calm, yet stronger voice of reason. 
Thou must reflect that there are other duties ^ 
Yes, thou must 

In calmer hours divest thee of thy tof e. 
These oonimon passions of the vulgar breast,- 
This boiling beat of youth, amd be a king. 
The lover of thy people! 

Tan, Yes, I will be a king, but not a slavey 
In this will be a khig; in this my people 
Shall learn to jndgehow i will guard their rightf^ 
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When they behold me Tindicate my own» 
Bot bare 1, say, been treated like a king P — 
Heay'ns! otiuid I stoop to such outrageoiis wiagei 
1 were a ineao, a ahaiueleas wretch, ynworthjr 
To wield a sceptre in a land of slaves, 
A soil abhorr*a of virtue ; should belie 
My fatber*M blood, belie those verjr ma»i»», 
At other times yon taught iny youth — Siffredi ! 

[In a softened tcne rf Voic€» 

Sif. Behold, my prince, thy poor old servant. 
Whose darling care, these twenty years, has been 
To nurse thee i^ to virtue; behold him here. 
Bent on his feeble knees, to beg,, conjure thee. 
With tears to beg thee to control thy passion. 
And save thyself, thv honour, and thy people ! 
Kneeling with me, behold the many, thnusaiijdt 
To thy proteotioip trusted ; ff thers, mothers. 
The sacred front of venerable age. 
The tender virgin, and the helpEess infant; 
See them all 

Here at thy feet conjuring thee to save them 
From misery and war, from crimes and rapine ! 

Tarn not away Oh, is there opt spnie part 

In thy great heart, so sensible to kindness. 
And generous warmth, some nobler part, to feel 
The prayers and tears of these, the mingled viAoe 
Of heaven and earth ? 

Tan. There is, and tlion hi|St toueh'd it. 

Rise, rise, Siffredi Oh, thou hast undone me! 

Unkind old man! Oh, ill-entreated Tanored! 

Which way soe*er I turn, dishonour rears 
Her hideous front — and misery and ruin. 
Why have you rais'd this miserable conflict 
Betwixt the duties of the king and man? 

Set virtue against virtue? But bold, my spul. 

Thy steady purpose— Tost by various passipiis 
To this eternal anchor keep-- — ^There is. 
Can be no public without private virtue— r — 
Then, mark me well, obserte what i command ; 
To-morrow, when tbe-senAl* meets again. 



9CBNX 1. tlOMMUNUA. %$ 

Unfold tba wImUs mmttH jdn deceit; 
Start not, ttj lord-^Tbu most and bImU be done! 
6r here o«r frieadaUp ends — Howe'er dia§;uis'd, 
Whatever thy pmteace, tho4i art a traitor. 

Sif. I shoutd iodead dMervti the name of traitor. 
And ev*Q a> traitor's &te, had i so ali|i;htl^, 
Prom priooi^s lo weak, done what 1 did, 
As e'er to duavow itr~— 

Tad. Ha! 

^. Mjliece, 
Bxpeot not tUin — ^Thooffh praotis'd loniff in oowts, 
1 have not so far leam'd Uieir subtle trade. 
To veer obedient.with eaeh gust of pasiioo. 
I bonoar thee, I reoeraie thy orders. 
Bat bonoar more my duty. Non^bt on eartJi 
Shall ever sh^ me from that aoiid rook. 
Nor smiles, nor frowns.-^— 

Tan: Yon will not then? 

Sif, I cannot , 



Tail. Awajf ! be gone!— Oh, my Rodolpfao, come, 
And save me from this traitor 1 Henoe, I say. 
No reply ! Away I [^* Stjfredi. 

Re-enter Rodolpho. 

Rod. WhateaniBeensemyprineesohigUy 
Against bis friend Siffredi ? 

2Vm. Friend, Rodolpbol 
When I have told thee what this friend has done. 
How pUy'd me like a boy^ a base-bom wretch. 
Who bad nor heart nor spiriS thoa wilt stand 
AmasM, and wonder at my stupid patienoe. 

Rod. Nothing so mean 
As weak, uisaUed power, tliat dares not panish. 
And how would that have soiled with year love; 
His daughter present too? TroSL me, yunr conduct, 
Howe'er abhorrent to a heart like years, 
Was fortnnate and wise— Not that I mean 
B'er to advise submission-^ — 

Tan. Heav*ns! submission 

CkMild 1 descend to bear it, ev'n in thought, 
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DeftpiM m^, jou, the world, and SiftiBmooda! 

Sabmission ! — ^No! — ^To'inoirow's glorioos light 

Shall flash duoovery on the aoeme of basenewi. 

Whatever be the ruk| by heav'ns, to-m€irrew« 

I will o'ertorn the dirty, lie-built tobemet 

Of these old men, and show my faithful seDate^ 

That Manfred's son knows to assert and wear* 

With undiminish'd dignity, that crown 

This unexpected day has plac'd upon hiqi* 

But this, my friend, these stormy gosta of pride 

Are-foreign to my love — 1111 Sigismnnda 

Be disabus'd, my breast is tumalt all, 

And can obey no settled coorse of reason. 

I see her still. I feel her pow'rful image^ ^ 

Tliat look, where with reproach complaint was mix*d. 

Big with sofi woe, and gentle indignation, 

^^ich seem'd at once to pity and to scon a te ' 

Ob, let me find her ! I too long ba?e left 

My Sigismunda to converse with tears, 

A prev to thoughts that picture me a villain. 

But an ! bow, dogg'd with this accursed etate, 

A tedious world, shall I now find access? 

Her fi^tlier toct^Ten thousand horrors crowd 

Into the wild, fantastic eye of love 

Who knows what be may do? €!ome then, my friend* 

And by thy sister's band, oh, let me steal 

A letter to her bosom — ^I no longer 

Can bear ber absence, by tbe JMt eontempt 

She now must brand me with, inflam'd to aadnMS. 

Fly, my Rodolphoj fly ! en^;age thy sister 

To aid my letter. And %hu very evening 

Secure an interview — I would not bear 

This rack another day, not for my kingdom. 

Till then, deep plunged in solitude tmd shades, 

I will not see the hated lace of man. 

Thought drives on thought, on pasnons passions roll ; 

Her smiles alvoe can oalm my raging soul. lExtunU 



ACrr THE THIRD* 




SCBNE I. A Chmnher, 
SioisMUifDA akne, fitting in a dUscontolate Posture, 
Sig, Akf Ijnat pcinoe! ah, more than faiiiileM Tut- 
cr©dl 

Ungen'roos aod inhaman in thy falnehoodl 

Haost thoa tbU moroiog, whea mj hopeleM beart, 

SubmuMive to my fortune and mjr duty, 

Had lo maoh spirit left, u to be willing 

To give thee back thy vows, ah ! hadst thoa then 

ConfeM*d the sad necessity thy state 

Imposed opon thee,.and with gentle friendship. 

Since we must part at last, our parting soflen'd ; 

I should indeed — ^I shoold have been unhappyi 

But not to ibis extreme — 

Is there, kind heav'n, no oonstanoy in man ? 

No stedfkst truth, no gen'roos, fixM affection. 

That can bear up ^;ainst a selfish world? 

No. there is none— Ev'n Tanored is inconstant! 

* [Kites. 

Hence ! let me Ey this scene I— Whatever I see, 
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These roofs, these walls, each objeel tlmt sorroaiids me. 
Are tainted with his vows — Bat whither fly? 
The i^rores are worse, th»sofl retreat of Belmont, 
Its deep'tiinff l^looins, gay lawns, and airy summits. 
Will wound my bus^ memory to t4)r(are. 
And ail its shades will wbisper^-faithle^s Taacred !-— 
My father comes — How, sui|k in this disorder. 
Shall I sustain his presenoef 

Enter Siffredi. 

Sif. Sigisrounda,. 
My dearest ohild ! I grieve to find the« tbin 
A prey to tears. ' , 

Awake to reason, from this dream of lore. 
And show the world tbon art Siff/edi's daughter. 

Sijg. Alas! I am nnjiforthy of tbft name. 

Sif. Thou art indeed to blame ; thou hast too rasUy 
Bnj^ag'd thy heart, without a father's sanotion. 
But this I can forgive ; and if thy heart 
Will now resume its pride, assert ilseif^ 
And greatly rise superior to this trial, 
I to ray warmest confidence again 
Will take thee, and esteem thee more my diaurhter. 

Sig, Oh, you are gentler far than I deserve! 
It is, it ever was, my darling pride. 
To bend my soul to your supreme ooramands. 
Your wisest will ; and though by love betrayed — 
Alas! and punish'd too— 1 have transgressed 
The nicest boonds of doty, yet I feel 
A sentiment of tederness, a source 
Of filial nature springing in my breast. 
That, should it kill me, shall control this passion. 
And make roe all submission and obedience 
To you, my honoured lord, the best of fathers. 

Sif. Gome to mv arms, thou comfort of my age! 
Thou only joy and hope of these grey hairs! 
Gome, let me take thee to a |Nurent*s heart ; 
There, with the kindly aid of my adviee, 
Bv*n with the dew of these paternal tears, 
Revive and noorisfa this becoming » 
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Then Ihou doit promise iM, mj S 
Thy father stooM to make it hi* i 



Thj father stoopi 1 

Ttloa wilt resiffB tbj fond, premmptaoes liopet , 
And benoefortb never more indmlge one tboag^ht 
That in the lip;ht of love regards the king! 

Sie, Hopea I have none!— ThoM by thia filial daj 
Are blaated ail— Bat from my fooJ to banish^ 
While weeping memVy there retains her teat, 
ThoQghU which the^poresi bosom mtgbt have oherish'd, 
Once my delight, now ev'n in angaish aharning, 
U more* my lord» than I can promise. 

tAbaeooe and time, the softener of our passions, 
conquer this. Alean time, 1 hope from thee 
A great, a gen'roas effinrt; that Ihoa wilt noW 
Bxert thy ntmost force, nor languish thna 
Beneath the vain extravagaooe of love. 
Lot not thy father blush to bear it said. 
His daughter was so weak, e'er to adaut 
A thought so void of reason, that a king 
Should to his rank, his hoaoor, and bis glory, 
Hie high, important dntiea of a throne, 
Ev'n to bis throne ilsell', madly preler 
A wild, romantic passion, the fond child 
Of yoothfal, dreaming thooght and vacant hours; 
That he should quit hm heaven-appointed stetson. 
Desert liis awful charge, the care of all.--* 
What, must lor thee. 
To make thee bfcnt, Sicilia be nnhapny r 
Rouse thee, for shame ! and if a spark of virlae 
Lies slombVing in thy soul, bid it hlane forth; 
Nor sink unequal to the fflorions lesson. 
This day thy lover gare thee from his throne. 

5^. Ah that, was not from virtue !-^Had, my tether, 
f That been hia aim, 1 yield to what yon si^. 
Why did yon dng me to a sight so ornel r 

S£r. It was a soene to^iive tiiv emnlatioa. 

Stf . It was a scene of perfidy !— But know, 
I win do nM>re thmi imitete the king-^ 
Por he is frlse!— 1, though sinoeraly P««« * 
With the best, Imest passioli, over teaohVi 
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A Tirgio's breut, liere tow to hMv'n and ton, 

Thoagh from my heart I cMioot, from ny hopes 

To cast this priaoe — What woold too more, ray father? 

1^. Yes, one thing more — thy father then is happy — 
This world from thee, my honour and thy own. 
Demands one step; a step, by which, oonvine'd, 
Tlie king may see thy heart disdains to wear 
A chain wbich his has greatly thrown aside. 
Bat above all, thoo must root oat for ever 
Prom the king's breast the least remain of hope, 
And henceforth make his meotion'd love dishonour. 
These thin^, my daughter, that must needs be done, 
Can but this way be done — by the safe refnge, 
The sacred shelter of a husband's arms. 
And there is one 

Stg. Good hesT'ns ! what means my lord ? 

S^, One of illustrious family, hif|;ii rank, 
Yet still of higher dignity and merit. 
Who can and will protect thee } one to awe 
The king himself— Nay, hear roe, Sigismnnda— 
The noble Osmond courts thee for his bride, 
And has my plighted word — This day — 

Sig. [KrieeUf Ml fkiherl 
Let me with trembling arms embrace thy knees! 
Ob, if ^ou ever wish to see me happy; 
If e'er in infant years 1 gave you joy. 
When, as I prattling twin'd around your neck, 
You snaloh'd me to your bosom, kiss'd my eyes, 
And melting said you saw my mother there; 
Oh, save me from that worst severity 
Of fate! Oh, outrage not my breaking heart 

To that depfree !— I cannot !-7-'ils impossible ! 

So soon withdraw it, give it to anotner — 
Or I shall die, shall, bv the sudden change. 
Be to distraction shock'd — Let me wear out 
Mjr liapless days in solitude and silence, 
Far from the malice of a prying world ; 
At least^you cannot sore rofuse me th i s 
Give me a little time— 1 will do all. 
All I can do, to pi«ase yofi! 
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Sif. My daaditer! yon abate 
TTie tfonnesft of raj nttoro— 

Sig, Here, ray tkltor. 
Till yoa relent, here will I grow forever! ^ . ^ 

Sif. Rise, Sigismnnd*.— TLongh ^oii touch my heart 
NoUiiDg can nhake th' inexorable dicUtea 
Of honour, doty, and determio'd reason. 
Thenby theholytie»of filialloTe, 
Resolve, I charge thee, to reomve earl Osmond, 
As suite the man who is thy father's choice, 
And worthy of thy hand— 1 go to bring him— 

Sig. Spare me, my dearest father! 

Sif, I most rush • r ^ m- 

From her soft grasp, or nature will betray me! lAside. 
Quit me, my child! ^ . , 

Sig, You cannot, oh, mj father! 
You cannot leave me thus ! 

Sif. Come hither, Laura, . ,^ ^ . j 

Come to thy friend. Now show thyself a fnend. 
Combat her weakness, dissipate her tears, 
Cherish, and reconcile her to her duly. ItAttU 

Enter Laura. 

Sig. Oh, woe on woe! distressed by low and duly! 
Oh. ev*ry way unhappy Sigismunda ! . 

Lau. kr^re me, madam, if I blame your mnef. 
Hov c»n yi>u wi»te your tears on one so falser 
Unworthy of your tenderness ; to whom 
Nought but contempt is due and indignaUon f 

5i|. You know not half the horrors of my fate! 
1 milht perhM»s have Wam'd to seom his falsehood ; 
Nay; whS ^first sad burst of tears wu pMt, 
I mieht Imve roos'd my pnde and soorn'd himself— 
Bui His too much, this greatest, last misfortune— 
Oh, whither shall I fly? Where hide me, Laura, 
From the dire scene my father now prepares r 

tau. What thua yarms you, madaiprf 

5ig. Canitbe? . 

Canl-ah, no !-a* onee give to another 
My violated hparU in ojie yild ument^ 
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He hidings earl Osmond lo receive mj Towt. 

Oh, dreadfal change! Tor Tanored, mraj^lit^ OimoBd. 

LcuK Now, on m^ soal, 'tig what an ovtrag'd heai^t 
Like joars shoaM with ! — I should, bj hea^'na, esteem it 
Most exquisite revengie! 

Sig. Revenge! on whom? ' 

On my own heart, already bot too wretched ! 

Lau. On him! this Tanored! who has basely sold. 
For the dull form of desfMeable modevr. 
His faith, his love! — At once a siave and tyrant ! 

Sig. Ob, rail at me, at my believing folly. 
My Tain, ill-foanded hopes, bat spare him, Laura. 

Lau. Who raised these hopes? who trtiimphad*er tlkat 
weakness? 
Pardon the word— Yon greatl;^ merit ham ; 
Better than him, with all his giddy pomp; 
You rais'd him by yonr smites when he waaanlhing. 
Where is yonr woman's pride, that gaanJHaA spirit 
Giv'n OS to dash the perbdy of man? 
Yoipow'rs! I cannot bear the thooght with patienee — 
Before the public thus, before your father, 
By an irrevocable, solemn deed. 
With such inhuman scorn, to throw yon from him : 
To give his Pithless hand, yet warm from tbijie, 
Witn complicated meanness, to CSoosbmiia. 
And to complete his crime, when thy weak limbs 
Could scarce support thee, tfaeOy of thee regardless, 
To lead her off, 

' Sig. That was indeed a sight 
To poison love ; to tnm it into tage 
And fceea oonterapt,— Wha* means thisstopid weakntsit 
That bangs apoa aie? Henee, anworthy lean 
Disgrace aty eheek no aiore I No more, my heart. 
For one so ooolly false or meanly fiokto. 
Dare to. suggest 

The least teoose ! Yes, traitor, I will wrti^ 
Thy pride, will tarn thy triumph lo eonfosioa ! 
Sioilw's daughters 

Shall wond'riug see in me a great example 
Of one who pilnish^d an ilKjodging heart, 
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Who oHMle it bow to what it noat abhorr'd ! 
Grash'd it to miaerj! for having thus 
So lightly Hstea'd to • wortblew lover! 

Lttu, At last it moonU, the kindKajp pride of Tirtue ; 
Trnst roe, thj marriage will embitter bM 

Sig. Ob, may the furies light his ooptial torch ! 
Be it aocurs'd as mioel for the fair peace, 
The tender joys of hymeneal love. 
May jealoiisy awak'd, and fell remorse. 
Pour all their fiercest venom through bis braast! — 
Where the fates lead, and blind revenge, I follow.— 
Let me not think-— By injured love! 1 vow, 
Tbov shalt, base prince! perfidious and inhuman! 
Thou shalt behold me in another's arms; 
In his thou batest! Osmond's! 

Lou. Ay^ that will Sting 
His soul to madness. 

Your cooler thought besides will of the change 
Approve, and think it happy. 

S^. Talk not of Osmond, but perfidions 'Tftocred ! 
Rail at him, rail ! invent new names of scorn ! 
Assist me, Laura, lend my rage fresh fuel; • 
Support mv stagg'rtng purpose, which already 
Begins to nil me — An, my vaunts how vain ! 
How have^y'd to my own heart! — A\m», 
My tears return, the mighty flood o'erwnelms.me! 

Lou, If thy own peace and honour cannot keep 
Thy resolution fix'd, yet, Sigismunda, 
Oh, think how deeply, how beyond retreat. 
Thy father is engag'd. 

Sig. Ah, wretched weakness! 
That thus enthrals my soul ; 
And have I then no tears for thee, my father ? 
Can I forget thy cares, from helpless years, * 

Thy tenderness for me? Shall I for these 
I^pay thy stooniu|^; venerable age 
With shame, disquiet, anguish, and dishonour? 
It must not be !~Thon first of angels! come, 
Sweet filial piety, and firm my breast! 
Yes, let one daughter to ber fate sabmit, 
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Be nobl J wretobed—lrat ber &tlier bsppy ! 

Laura! — they come! Oh, beav'iw, I canoot stand 
The horrid trial !~Opea, opea earth ! 
And hide me from their view. 
Lau, Madam. 

Re-enter Siffredi» with Obhovu, 

S^. My daughter^ 
Behold my noble fnend who eovrla thy hcnd| 
And whom to call my aon I shall be proud* 

Otm, Think not, I presame. 
Madam, on this yomr lather's kind consent. 
To make me blest. I lore yon from a heart, 
Hiat seeks yonr good snpenor to my own ; 
And will by ev'ry art of lender fiiendship, 
Gonsalt your dearest welfare. May 1 hope. 
Years does not disavow ;|roor ftther's choice? 

Sig. I am a daughter, sir— and hare no pow'r 
. O'er my own heart — I die — Support me, Laura. 

IFaints, 

Sif. Help— Bear her off— She breathes— my daughter ! 

Forgive my weakness— soft— my Laura, lead me — 
To my apartment [ExeurU Sigitmninda and Laura, 

Stf, radon me, my lord. 
If by this sudden accident alarm*d, 
I leave you for a moment. [£jttt. 

Otm, Let me think 

What can this mean? — Is it to me aversion? 

Or is it, as I fear'd, she loves another? 

Ha !— yes— perhaps the king, the young count Tancred, 

They were bred up together Sorely that, 

That cannot be — Has he not giv'n his hand. 
In the most foiemo manner, to GonsCantia? 
Does not his crown depend upon the deed ? 
What u it then ? I care not what it be. 
My honour new, my dignity demands. 
That m V proposed alliance, by her father, 
And ev'n herself accepted, be not soorn'd* 
I love her too— I never knew till now 
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To whtit ft pitch I loFe her. Oh, tho ahot 
Ten thoasand charms into my inmoat soul f 
She look'd so mifd. so amiablj gentle. 
She bow'd her head, she jj^ow'd with such confusion, 
Saoh loFeliness of modesty ! She is, 
In gracioQS mind, in manners, and in person. 
The perfect modelof all female beauty! 
She most be mine — She is! — If yet her heart 
Consents not to my happiness, lier daty, 
Join'd to my tender cares, will gain so much 
Upon her genVons natore — ^Tbat will follow. 
The man of sense, who acts a prudent part. 
Not flattering steals, but forms himself the heart. 

[Krit. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 




SCENE I. 



The Garden belonging to Siffredi's 
Hotise, 



Enter Sic iBMVuj) A and Laura. Sigismunda with 
a Letter in her Hand. 

Sig. Tw done! — 1 am s slave!— The fatal row 
Has pass'd mj lips! — Metbooghtin those sad moments, 
The tombs aroaod, the saints, the darkened altar, 
And all the trembling shrines with horror shook. 
Bot here is still new matter of distress. 
Ob, Tanored, cease to persccote me more ! 
Ob, grudge me not some calmer slate of. woe ; 
Some qniet gloom to shade my hopeless days, 

Where I may never hear of Idve and thee I 

Has Lanra too conspirM against my peace? 

Wh;r did you Uke this letter?— Bear it back 

1 will not coort new pain. [Gives her the Letter, 

Lau. Madam, Rodolpho 
Urg'd me so much, nay, ev'n with tears conjor*d mr, 

Bot this once more to serve th' anhappy king 

For socb be said be was^tbat though enrag'd. 
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Eqaal with thee, at his inhanun falseliood, 
I oonld not to ray brother's fervent pnfn 
Refute this office— Heftd it— His excuses 
Will onlV more expose his falsehood. 

Sig. No: ' ^ 

It suiU not Osmond's wifd te read one line ^ 
From that conUtgioos band— «he knows lop well . ^ 

Lau, He paints him out distressed beyond expression, 
ET*n on the point of madness. 
He dies to see yon, and to clear his faith. 

Sie. Save me from that '.-That woald be worse than 

all! 
Lau, 1 bat report my brotlier*s words ; who then 
Began to Ulk of some dark imposition, 
That had deoeiv'd ns all; when interrupted. 
We beard your fiither and earl Osmond near. 
As snmmon'd to CJonsUntia's court they went. . 
Sig. Ha! imposiUon?— Well,if I am doom d 
To be, o*er all ray sex, the wretch of love. 

In vain I would resist CH? e me the letter • 

To know the worst is some relief— Alas, 
It was not thus, with such dire palpiUtions, 
That, Tancred, once I ns'd to read thy letters. 

lAttmpts to rea4 the Letter, butjwftt to Laura. 
Ah, fond reraembranee blinds roe!— Read it, Jf •'■•, 

Lau. t Reads] Deliver we, Sigismunda, frmn ttm 
mott e»at«iec misery vhich a faahfiil heart can tu^er 

to be thought base by her.firom whose etteem ewti 

virtue barrows new charms. W^ ^ «*f»»**f5'*ii^'^ 
cruel situationy it was not falsehood you beheU* !«« «» 
excess of laoe. Rather than endanger that, IJor awhf^ 
gave up my honour. Every moment tiU I see you rtaw 
%e wUh severer pangs than real guilt i^lf can je^^ 
Let me then conjure you to meet me m the ^«;f f"» ;.^ 
wards the close of the day, when 1 wUl explam thtsmys- 
tery. We hone been most inhumanly abused ; ««»«'*«* 
by the means of the very faper which 1 g«w 2/«J*» J^^ 
the luorme** micerity of bve, to assure to vju the /jeort 
and hand of Tascred. 

^g. There^ Laura, there, the dreadful secret sptong. 
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That paper! ab, tbat paper! it saggeiU 
A IboaMnd Jiorrid tfamiji^hts — I to my Mker 
Gave it! and he perhaps — I dare not oast 
A look that way— If yet indeed you iove me, 
Oh, blast me not, kind Tancred, with the truth ! 
Ob, pitying keep me in^norant for ever. 
What strange, oeculiar misery is mine? 
Redac*d to wish the man I love were false! 

Lau. Madam, 
Behold he oonies — the king-— 

Sig. HeaVns! how escape? 
No— I will stay— This one last meetings— Leave me. 

[^Exit Laura, 
Enter Tancred. 

Tan, And are these long, long honrs of torture past! 
My life! my Sigismnnda? [Throws himself at her Feet. 

Sig. Rise, my lord. 
To see my sovereign thus no more becomes me. 

Tan, Oh, let me kiss the ground on which yoa tread! 
Let me exhale my soul in softest transport! 
Since I again behold my Sigismunda! [Atsei. 

Unkind ! how oonldst thou ever deem me &l8e? 
How tbns dishonour love? After the vows, 
The fervent truth, the tender protesUtions, 
Which mine has often pour'd, to let thy breast, 
Whate'er th* appearance was, admit suspicion? 

Sig, How! when I heard myself your full cooseat 
To the late king's so just and prudent will ? 
Heard it before you read, in solemn senate? 
When I beheld you give your royal hand. 
To her, whose birth and digBity of right 
Demands that high alliance? Yes, my lord. 
You have done well. The man whom heaven appointi 
To govern others, should himself first learn 
To Bend his passions to the sway of reason. 
In all, yon have done well ; but when you bid 
My humbled hopes look up to you again. 
And sooth'd witn wanton cruelty my weakness — 
That too was well— My vanity deserv'd 
The sharp rebuke. 



iCBNB 1. tlfilSBfUNOA. S9 

Tan, Gbide on^ oiiide on. Tlij toft reproaoiiet now. 
Instead of woandin|F> only looth my fominett. 
No, no, thpu oluurmiiiff consort of mj aoni ! 
I noFor loT'd tbee wiln saoJi fidthfol ardoor. 
As in that croel, miserable moment 
Yon thought me false. 
It was thj barbVoas lather, Sigismonda, 
Who oaoght me in the toil. He tnrn'd that paper, 
Meant for th' assuring bond of nnptial love, 
To ruin it for ever ; he, he wrote 
That forg'd consent, joa heard, beneath mj name. 

Had he not been thy father Ha! my lotef 

You tremble, yon grow pale ! 
Sig. Oh, leave me^ Tanored ! 
Tan, No! — Leave thee! — Never! never till you set 
My heart at peace, till these dear lips again 
Pronounce thee mine! Without tbee^ I renounce 
Myself, my friends, the world— >Here on this hand— ' 

Sig, My lord, forget that hand, which never now 
Can Qe to thine united— -> 

Tan, Sigismunda! 
What dost thou mean? 
Sig, Inquire no more — ^I never can be thine. 
Tim, What, who shall interpose? Who dares attempt 
To brave the fury of an injard king, ^ 
Who, ere be sees thee ravished from bis liopes, 
Will wrap all biasing Sicily in flames?-^ 

Sie, In vain your powV, my lord — TIa fatal error, 
Join\l to my father's unrelenting will, 
Has plac'd an everlasting bar betwixt us ■ 
I am—earl Osmond's—- wife. 

Tan, Barl Osmond's wife ! 

[After a long Pause, during which they look at cne 
another vnththe highest J^ttotion, and mott tender 
Diitrets 
Heav'ns! did 1 hear thee right? What! marry'd? mar« 

ry'd! 
Lost to thy fidthfnl Tanered? lost for ever! 
Cooldst thou then doom me to such matchless woe. 
Without so much as hearing me?^-«Dtstraction!*— 9 
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Alas! whal hast tboa done? Ah, Sigisasonda! 
Thv rash credoliljf has done a deed, 
Wiiioh, of two hapoiest lovers that e'er felt 
The blissfol pow'r* lias made two finish'd wretches! 
Bot — madaess! — Sore thoa know'st it cannot be! 
This hand is mine ! a thousand thousand tows 

Enter Osmond. 

Otm, [Snatchet her Hand from the Ktiig\ Madani^ 
this hand^ bj the most solemn rites, 
A little hour ago, was eiv'n to me, 
And did not sovereign honour naw command me. 
Never but with in jr life to qnit raj claim^ 
I would renounce it — ^thns! 

Tan. Ha, who art thou? 
Presumptuous man! 

Sig, lAsidc] Where is mj father? Heav'ns! [Exit, 

Oim, One thou shouldst better know — Yes — view 
• me, one 
Who can and will maintain bis rights and honour. 
Against a faithless prince, an upstart king. 
Whose first base deed is what a hardened tyrant 
Would blush to act. 

Tan, Insolent Osmond ! know, 
This upstart king will burl confusion on thee. 
And all who shall invade his sacred rights,^ 
Prior to thine — ihiue, founded on compuluon. 
On infamous deceit! — ^1 will annul, 
Bv the high pow'r with which the laws invest me, 
Those guilty forms in which joa have entrapp'd, 
My queen betrotfa'd, who has my heart, my nand. 
And shall parlake my tlirone— If,- haughty lord. 
If this tbod didst not know, then know it now; 
And know, besides, as I have told thee this, 
Shouldst thou but think to urge thy treason farther — 
Thy life shall answer for it. 

Utm, Ha! my life! 

It moves my scorn to hear thv empty threats. 
When was it that a Norman baron*s life 
Became so vile, as on the frown of kings 
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To hMg?— Of that, my lord, the law most ja<fg«: 
Or if Ibe law be weak, my goardiaii sword- 
Ton. Dare not to toocb it, traitor, lest my rage * 
Break loose, and do a deed that misbecomes me. 

JSnter SiPFBEDi. 
Sif, My gracions lord, what is it I behold! 

My aoT'roign in conteAtion with bis sobjeots^ 

Sorely this house deserves from royal Ttaered 

A little more regard, than to be made 

A scene of trouble, and onseemly jars. 

Heavens! can your highness 

From yoar exalted character descend. 

Unkindly thus disturb the eweet repose. 

The secret peace of fiunilies, for which 

Alone the free-born race of man to laws 

And government submitted^ 
Tan, My lord Sifiredi, 

Spare thy rebuke. The duties of my sUtion 

Are not to me unknown. But thou, old man. 

Dost thou not blush to talk of rights invaded ; 

And of our best our dearest bliss disturb^? 

Thou, who with more than barbaroos perfidy 

Hast trampled all allegiance, justice, truth, 

Humanity itself, beneath thy feet? 

Thou know'st thou hast— 1 could, to thy confusion. 

Return thy hard reproaches j bat I spare thee 

Before this lord, for whose ill-sorted friendship 

Thou bast most basely saorifio'd tbv daughter. 

Fkrewell, my lord.— For thee, lord constable, 
Who dost presume to Uft tby surly eye 
To my soft'love, my gentle Sigismunda, 
I once again command thee on thy life— 
Yes— chew thy rage— but mark me--oe thy life. 
No further, urge thy arrogant pretensions ! L^"; 

0$m, Ha! Arrogant pretensions! Heaven and earth ! 
What! arrogant pretensions to my wife? 
My wedded wife! Where are we? in a land 
Of civil role, of liberty and la^«?— - • i 
Not, on my life, pursue them ?— Giddy pnnce ! 



4% TAMCRKD AND ACt 4. 

Mr fife disduns tby nod. It U the gift 

or parent heaven, who ^ve me too an arm, 

4^spirit to defend it against tjranti. 

Aline is a common cause. My arm shall f^owd* 

Mix'd with my own, the rights of each Sicilian ; 

Ere to thy tyrant rage they fall a pre^, 

I shall find means lo shake thy tottenng throne. 

And crush thee in the rainB !-— -* 

Constantia is my <]neen t 

Sy^. Lord consUUtf, 
Let us be stedfast in the right; Imt let us 
Act with cool prudence, and with manly tempw. 
As well as manly firmness. Remember ihat my 1 
Protects m? daughter still ; and ere I saw her 
Thus ravisb'd from us, by the arm of power. 
This hand should act the Roman &ther*s part 
Fear not : be temperate ; all will yet be well. 
I know the king. — ^Trost me, to reason 
He will return. 

Om. He will I— By heavens, he iriiall!-^-^ 
Yon know the king — ^I wish, my lord Sifiredi, 

That you had deiga'd to tell me all yon knew 

And would yon hare me wait, with duteons patience^ 

Till he return to reason? Ye just powers! 

When he has planted on our necks bis foot. 

And trod ns into slaves; when his vain pride 

Is cloy*d with our anbmissioo ) 

No, no, m V lord ! there is a nobler way, 

To teach the blind oppressive idry raason : 

Oft has the lustre of avenging steel 

Unseal'd her stupid eyes— The iword is reason f 

Enter Roixolpho, wUh Guardt*^ 
Rod. My lord high cooslabie of Sicily, 

In the king's name, and by ids special order, 

I here arrest jon prisoner of slate. 
Osm, What ting P 1 k«Gw no king of Sioily, 

Unless he be the hnsbaad of Constantia. 
■Rod. Then know him now — ^behold his royal orders 

To bear yon to the castle of Mermo. 
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52^*. Let the big torreat foam its madneM off. 
Salwmit, mjr lord — No outle lonjj^ can hold 
Our wrongs — ^This, more than fnendsbip or allianoe, 
Confirms me thine; this binds me to thj fortones, 
Bj the strong tie of common injary. 

Which nothing can dissolve ^I grieve, Rodolpho, 

To see the reign in snch unhappy sort 
Begin. 

Usm, The reign ! the usurpation call it! 
This meteor king may blaze awhile, but soon 

Most spend bis idle terrors — sir^ lead on 

Farewell, my lord — ^more than my life and fortune. 
Remember well, is in yonr bands — my honour! 

1^. Our honour is the same. My son, farewell 

We shall not long be parted. On these eyes 
Sleep shall not shed bu balm, till I behold thee 
Restored to freedom, or partake thy bonds. [ExeunU 



ACT THE FIFTH. 




SCENE I. A Chamber, 
Enter Siffredi. 
' 5^. The prospect lowers aroand. I foand the king, 
Though calm*d a little, with sabsiding tempest. 
As sails his generous nature, jet in love 
Abated noimit, most ardent in his purpose; 
Inexorably Ix'd, whatever the risk, 
To claim mj daughter, and dissolve this marriage — 
I have embark'd, upon a perilous sea, 
A mighty treasure. 

Bear witness, heaven ! thou mind-inspecting eye! 
My breast is pure. I have prefer'd my duty. 
The good and safety of my Tellow-subjeots, 
To all those views that fire the selfish race 
Of mortal men, and mix them in eternal broils. 

Enter an Officer belonging to Siffredi. 
Offi. My lord, a man of noble port, his face 
Wrapt in disguise, is earnest for admission. 
Sif. Go, bid him enter [Exit Officer. 
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Ha! WFtpp*d in disguise! 

And »t Ihis late anseasonable hour! 

WfaocanilbeP 

Enter Osmokd, ditcavaring himseff'. 

^. Earl Osmond, joo? — Weleome, once more, 
To this elad roof! — Bat whj in this dittgaiaef 
Woold 1 coold hope the king exceeds his promise! 
1 have' bisi faith, soon as to-morrow's san 

Shafl f^ld Sicilians cliffs, joo shall be free 

Has some ^d angel tam'd his heart to iostioe? 

Osm. U IS not by the fitTOor of count TVmored 
That I am here. As moch I scorn his favour, 

As I defy his tyranny and threats 

Our friend Goffredo, who commands the castle, 

On my parole, ere dawn to render back 

My person, has permitted me this freedom. 

Know then, the Huthless outrage of to-day, 

Bv him committed whom you call the king, 

nfas rous*d Gonstantia's court. Oor friends, the frieods 

Of virtue, justice, and of public &itb. 

Ripe for revolt, are in high foment all. 

I tbenoe of you, as guardian of the laws, 

As guardian of this will, to yon entrusted, 

Desire, nay more, demand your instant aid, 

To see it pot in vigorous execution. 

5tf. You cannot doubt, my lord, of my concurrence. 
Who more than I have laboured this great point? 
'TIS my own plan : and if I drop it now, 
I should be justly brahded with the sbaaw 
Of rash advice, or despicable weakness. 
But let us not precipitate the matter. 
Constantia's friends are numerous and strong ; 
Yet Tancred's, trust me, are of equal force : 
E'er since the secret of his birth was known, 
The people are all in a tamait hurl'd, 
Of boundless joy — Oh, if oor prating virtue 
Dwells not in words alone—On, let us join. 
My generous Osmond, to avert these woes. 
And yet sustain our tottering Norman kingdom ! 



46 TANCRED AND ACT 5. 

Otm, Bat how, Siffredi, bow ?— If bj toft mMiis 
We can mainUun onr rights, and save oar ooontry^ 
May his unnataral blood first stain the sword, 
Who with nnpitying fury first shall draw it! 

Sy^, I have a tnoiight— The glorions work be thine. 
Suppose my daoehter, to her God devoted, 
Were plac'd within some eonvent's sao 



. ^ere plac'd wubin some eonvenrs sacred verp^, 
Beneath the dread protection of the altar 

Otm. Ere then, by heavens 1 1 woald 
Tarn whining monk myself. 

And pray incessant for the tyrant's safetv. 

What! How! beoaose an insolent invader, 

A saorilegioos tyrant, demands my wife ; 

What! shall I tamely yield her op, 

Bven in the manner you proposes— Oh, then 

I w«ro supremely vile! degraded! sham'd! 

The scorn of manhood! and abhorr*d of honour! 

S^. There is, my lord, an honour, the calm child 
Of reason, of humanity, and mercy, 
Superior ikr to this punctilious demon, 
That singly minds itself, and oft embroils 
With proud barbarian niceties the world. 

Osm, My lord, my lord, 1 cannot brook your |h*u> 
dence^ 

It holds a pulse unequal to my blood 

UnblemishM honour is the flower of virtue ! 
The vivifying soul I and he who slights it. 
Will leave the other dull and lifeless dross. 

r^. No more— You are too warm. 

Otm, You are too cooi. 

Sy, Too cool, my lord? I were indeed too cool^ 
Not to resent tins langnage, and to tali thee — 
I wish earl Osmond were as cool as I 
To his own selfish Uiss— «y, and as warm 
To that of others—But of this no i 



My daughter is thy wifis — ^I gave her to thee. 
And wilL against all force, maintain her thine. 
But think not I will catch thy headlong passions, 
Whirl'd in a bkme of madness o'er the land ; 
Or, till the Ust extremity compel roe. 
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Uik the dlramMiis of ww— Tlie kiag^ iMMirrvw, 
WiJl set yon free ; and, if bj genUe bmh 
He does not yield my dMglrter to yoor mnu. 
And wed Constaiitky m Uw will ntunnt. 

Why then expect me on the fide of ioitioe 

Let that saffioe. 

Osm. It doee— FoTf^Te my heat 
My rankled mind, by injariee inflam'd, 
May be too prompt to take, and give offenoe. 
Sif. Tia paft^Yonr wrongs, I own, may welt trans- 
port 
The wisest mind— Bnt henceforth, noble Osmond, 
Do me more jostSee, honoor mere my troth, 
Nor mark me with an eye of squint sosptoion*— * 
Betorn, my son, and from your friend Goflhwde 
Release yoor word. There try, by soft repose, 
To calm ymir breast. 
Osm. md the Tex'd ooean sleep, 

Swept by the pinions of the raging north 

fiat yonr frail age, by oaro and* toil exhaosted. 
Demands the balm of all-repairing rest. 

Sif Soon as t«»*morrow's dawn shall streak the skies, 
I, with my friends in solemn stato assembled. 
Will to the palace, and demand year freedom. 
Then by calm reason^ or by higher means, 
The king shall quit his oUim, and in the lace 
Of Sicilr, my daoghler shall be years. 
Farewell. 

Otm. My lord, good night. [£art( Siffredi. 

{After a long paute] I like him not— ^ 
Yes — I have mighty matter of sospieion. 
My honour is not safe, while here my wile 
Remains — Who knows but he this very night 

May bear her to some convent, as he mention'd 

The king too— Ihoiwh I sroother'd up my rage, 
1 marked it i^ll— will set me free to-morrow. 

Whv not to-night.' He has some tiark design 

By heav'tts, he has !~1 am abus'd most grossly ; 
Made the rile tool of this old stotesmai?s schemes^ 
I will not wait hia crawling timid metaoas. 
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1 yrill ooBTinoe him that earl Osmond never 

Was for:./d to be bis dnpe— I will bear her off 

This night, and lodyce her in a place of safetj : 

1 hare a Lrststy band that waits not far. 

Hence ! let me lose no time— One rapid moment 

Sboald ardent form, at once, and execute 

A bold design — ^Tis 6x*d— The mine is laid. 

And only wants Aij kindling tooch to spring.' [£xitJ 

SCENE If. Sioismunda's Apartment, 

Thunder. I^igismunda and Laura discovered, 

Lau. Heayen's! 'tis a fearful night! 

Sig, Ah ! the black rage 
Of midnight tempest, or th* asspring smiles 
Of radiant morn, are equal all to me. 
Nonght now has charms or terrors to my breast, 
The seat of stupid woe!-^LeaTe me, my Laura. 
Kind rest perhaps may hush my ivoes a little. 
Oh, for that quiet sleep that knows no nloruing! 

Lau, Madam, indeed I know not how to go. 
Indulge my fondness — Let me watch awhile 
By your tid bed, 'till these dread hours shi^Il jmmm, 

Sig, Alas ! what is the^toil of elements, fThunder, 
This idle perturbation of the sky. 
To what 1 feel within?— Oh, that the fires 
Of pitying heaTen would point their fury here! 
Good night, my dearest Laura. 

Ltt^. Oh, I know not 
What this oppression means — But *Us with pain. 

With tears, 1 can persuade myself to leave yon 

Well then — Good night, my dearest Sigismunda. 

[Exit. 

Sig. And am I then alone ?«-Tlie most undone. 
Most wretohed being now beneath the cope 
Of this affrighting gloom that wrips the world— 
I said I did not fear — Ah, me! I feel 
A shiv'ring horror run through all my powers! 
Oh, I am nonght but tumult, fears; KBd weakness! 
And yet how idle four, when hope is gone. 
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Gone, goae for erer!— Oh, tiioa mnUe foene 

[Looking towarttfiier Bed. 
Or sweet repose, where, by the oblivions ilraagfat 
or each sad toUsome daj, to peace restor*!^ 
Unhappy mortals lose their woes awhile, 
Tliou hast no peace for me !— What thai! I do ? 
How pass this draadfol niffht, so big with terror?— 
Here, with the midnight shades, here will I sit, 

..... . [Sitting d4fwttt 

A prey to dire ()<»P*ir, and ceaseless weep 

The hoars away— illess me— I beard a noise 

No— I mistook — nothing bat silence reirns 

And awfol midnight round— Again !— Oh, heavens! 

My lord the king! 

Eater Tancr£d. 

Tan. Be not alarm'd, ray love ! 

Sig, My royal lord, why at this midaight hour, 
How came yon hither? 

Tan, By that secret w«y 
My love contriy'd, when we, in happier days, 
Us'd to devote these hoars, so moch in vain, 
To vows of love, and everlasting friendship. 

5^.- Why will voo thas persist to add new stings 
To her distress, who never can be thinef 
Oh, fly me! fly! yoa know 

Tan* I know too moeb. 
Oh, how I coald reproach thee, Sigismnnda ! 
Poor oat my injured sool in just complaints! 
But now the time permits not, these swift moments-*- 
I told thee how thy father's artifice 
Porc*d me to seem perfidious in thy eyes. 
Bver sinco-* dreadful interval of eare! 
My thooghts have been employed, not witfaeot hope. 
How to dq^eat Sifiredi'a barb'roos purpose. 
Bat thy oredalitv has min'd all. 

Thy rash, thy wild— I know not what to name it 

Oh, it has prov'd the giddy hopes of man 
To be delasioa all, and sick'mng folly ! 
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Sig, Aht ffen'raoii Tancred! ah, thy truth destroy^ 
mel 
Yesy.yet, 'Us I, 'tis I alone am false! 
My bastj rase* join'd to my tame sabmissiony 
More tlian toe. most esUled filial duty 
Gould e^p demand, bas>dash'd obf eop of Sale 
With bitterness anequal'd — Bat, alas! 
What are thy woes.to mine? — to mine ! jost Jieaven I 
Now is tby torn of Tengeanoe — bate, renounce me ! 
Ob, leave me to the fate I well deserve,. 
To sink in hopeless misery !~at least, 
Try to forget the worthless Sigismunda! 

TcM, Forget tbee! No! Then art my sonl itsem 
I have no thought, no hope, no wish but thee ! 
Ah, how forget thee! — Much most be forgot, 
Bre Tkncred can forget his Sigismunda! 

iS^. But you, my lord, must make that great effort. 

Tan, Can Sigismunda make it? 

Sig. Ah, I know not 
With what success — But all that feeble woman 
And love-entangled reason can- perform, 
I to the utmost will exfert to do it. 

Tan, Oh, barbarous Sigismunda! 
And canst thou talk thus steadily ; Ijius treat me 
With such unpitying, unrelenting rigour? 
Poor is the love, that rather than give op 
A little pride, a little formal pride. 
The breath of vanity, can bear to see 
The man, whose heart was once so dear to thine. 
By many a tender vow so mix*d tofpstber, 
A prey to anguish, fury, and distraction! 
Thou canst not sorely make me such a wretch, 
Thou canst not, Sigismonda! — Yet relent. 
Oh, save us yet ! — ^Kodolpho, with my guaurds. 
Waits in tlie garden — Let us seiae tfaie moments 
We ne'er may have again — With more than power 
1 will assert thee mine, ^ith fairest honour. 
Tlie world shall ev'n ap|Nrove; eaoh honest bosom 
Swelled with a Xindrecl joy to see us happy. 

Sig. The world approve! what is the world to me ? 
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The coDSoioos mind is its own awful world.—— 
And mine is fix'd — Distress mb (lien no more; 
Not all the heart can plead (and it, alas, 
Pleads bat too mooh) 
Shall eTer shake lb* unalterable dictates 
That tyrannise my breast. 

Tan. *Tis well — no more— < ' 

I yield me to my late— Yes, yes, inhaman ! 
Since thy barbarian heart is steeVd bv pride, 
Shut op to love and pity, here behold me 
Cast on the ground, a Tile and abject wretob ! 
Ijost to all cares, all dignities, all duties! 
Here will I grow, breathe out m? faithful soul, 
Here at thy feet — Death, death alone shall part ns ! 

Sig. Have you then vow'd to drive me to perdition ! 
What can I more? — Yes, Tancred ! once again 
I will forget the dignity my station 
Commands me to sostain-^or the last time 
Will tell thee, that, I fear no ties, no duty, 
Can ever root thee from my hapless bosom. 
Oh, leave me ! fly me! were it oat in pit?! — 
To see what once we tenderly have Iot'o, 
Cot off from every hope— ont off for ever! 
Is pain thy generosity shoold spare me. 
Then rise, my lord ; and if you truly love me, 
If yon respect my honour, nay, my peace, 
Retire! for though th' emotions of my heart 
Can ne*er alarm my virtue; yet, alas! 
They tear it so, they pierce it with snch angoish — 
Oh, His too much! — J cannot bear the coofliot! 

Enter Osmovd. 
Onn» Turn, tyrant, turn ! and answer to my honour. 
For this thy base insufferable outrage! 

Tan. Insolent traitor! think not to escape 
Thyself my vengeance! ' [Tkey fight, OmmdfalU, 
Sig Help, here, help! — O heavens!' 

[Tknwmg henelf dawn hy him. 
Alas, my lord, what meant your headloni: rage^ 
That faith, which I this day, upon the alUr, 
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To yoa devoled, is onbleiiiisli'd, pore 
Aft restal tratb; was resMotelj joan. 
Beyond the power of mag^bt on earth to shake it. 

Osm. Perfldioos woman ! die ! — [Shortening hia Sword, 
he plunge$ it into her Brtatt"] and to the graire 
Attend a hosband, jet bat half avenged I 

Tan. Oh, horror! horror! execrable yillain ! 

Osm. And, tjranti thon!— thou shalt not o'er mj 
tomb 
Exult— Tb weU— 'Tib greatl— 1 die eontent!— [Dies. 

Enter Rodolpho and Lauba. 

Tan. [Throwine himtelfdown by Sig."] Qniok ! here ! 
bring aid ! — Ah, that gentle bosom 
Ponrs fast the streams of life. 

Sig, All aid is vain, 
I feel the powerful hand of death open me^- 
Bot, oh ! it sheds a sweetness through my fate. 
That I am thine again ; and without blame 
May in my Tanored's arms resign my soul ! 

Ta9i. Oh, death is in that voice! so gently mild. 
So sadly sweet, as mixes eyen with mine 
The tears of hoyering angels! — Mine asain!— 
And is it thas the ernel fates have join'df us? 
Are these the horrid nnptials they prepare 
Foe loye like oars?— Yes, death shall soon unite us. 

Sig. Liye, liye, my Tanored !— Let my death suflioo 
To expiate all that nuy have been amiss. 
May it appease the fates, ayert their fury 
From thy propitious reign ! 

Enter SiFFREDi,^e<i«n a$towUhment and grief. 

My father! Oh, how shall I lifl my eyes' 

To thee, my sinking fiitherf 

Sif. Awral heayen ! 
I am chastis'd — ^My dearest child ! — 

Sig, Where am I? 
A fearful darkness closes all around— 
My friends ! We needs must part— I must obey 
Th' impetuous call— Farewell, my Laura! 
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Oh, mj dear falluer, bow'd beaeatb the weight 
Of age and grief— the vicUin ev'n of ▼irtne, 
RecSve my last adiea !— Where art tboo, Tanered? 
GiTe mQ thy hand— Bat, ah— it oaaQot Mve om 
From the dire king of terrors, whose oold pow'r 
Creeps o'er my heart— Oh! 

Tan. How these paogs distraet me! 
Ob, lift thr gracious eyes *,— Tboa leav'st me then! 
Thou leav'st me, Sigismondal 

S^, Yes — hot thy love and tenderness for me. 
Sore makes it needless— Harbour no resentment 
Against mr &ther; yenerate his seal. 
That acted from a principle of goodness. 
From faithful love ^> thee— Live, and maintain 
My innocence embalmed, with holiest care — 
Preserve my spotless memory! Oh^I die- 
Eternal Mercy take my trembling soul ! 
Ob, 'tis the only sting of death to part 
From tfaosi we love— from thee— farewell, my Tanered ! 

Tan, Thus then I 

[Flies to hu Sword, Uheldhu Rodolpho. 

Bod. Hold, hold, my lord !— Have yon forgot 
Your Sigismanda's last request already? 

Tw- Off! set me free! Think not to bind me down, 
With barb'roos friendship, to the rack of life! 
What hand can shut the thousand thousand gales 
Which death still opens to the woes of mortals 2— 
I shall find means— No powV in earth or hsav'a 
Can force me to eudore the hateful tight. 
Thus robb'd of all that lent it jay and sweetness! 
• Off, traitors, off! or my distracted soul 
Will burst indignant from this gaol of nature, 
To where she beckons yonder— No, mild seraph. 
Point not to life— I cannot linger here. 
Cut off from thee, the miserable pity, 
The scorn of humankind !— A trampled king! 
Who let his mean, poo^-hearted love, one moment. 
To coward prudence stoop! who made it not 
The first nndoubting action of his reign. 
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To simtcli thee to bis throne, and there to shield 
Thy helpless bosom from a raffiau*s fory !^— 
Ob, shame f Oh, agony! Oh, the fell stings 
Of late, of vain repentance ! — Ha, my brain 
Is all OB fire ! a wild abyss of thooght; 
Th' infernal world discloses! See! Behold him! 
Lo ! with fierce smiles he shakes the bloody steel. 
And mocks my feeble tears. — Hence, anickjy hence ! 
Sparn his vile carcass ! give it to the clogs ! 
Expose it to the winds and screaming ravens! 
Or hnrl it down that fiery steep to hell. 
There with his soul to toss in flames for ever. 
Ah, impotence of rage ! 
Aod. Preserve liim, heaven ! 
Tan. What am If Where P 
Sad, silent, all? — The forms of dumb despair, 
Aroand some mournful tomb. — What do I see ? 
This soft abode of innocence and love 
Tnm'd to the boose of death ! a place of horror! 
Ah, that poor corse ! pale ! pale! deform'd with murder ! 
Is that my Sigismunda? (Throws himse^dtmm by her. 
'^!^* l.4ft^ o pathetic pauge. looking on the Ocetie be- 
fore him] Have I liv^d 
To these enfeebled years, by heav'n reserved 

To be a dreadful monument of justice? 

Tsoght hence, ye parents, who from nature stray. 
And the great ties of social life betrav ; 
Ne'er with your children act a tyrant's part : 
Tls yours to guide, not violate the heart. 
Ye vainly wise, who o*6r mankind preside. 
Behold my righteous woes, and drop your pride ; 
Keep virtue's simple path before jour eyes, 
Nor think from evil good can ever rise. [Exeunt, 
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Crammed to llie throat with wholesome moral staff, 

Alas, poor audience! j^oo hate had enough. 

Was ever hapless heroine of a play 

In sQch a piteous pliffhl as ours to-daj i 

Was ever' woman so ijjr love betrayd? 

Matched with two husband's, and yet — die a maid. 

But bless me!-— hold— what sounds are these 1 hear? — 

I see the Tragric Muse herself appear. 

[The back Scene open»y ana discovers a romantic 
sylvan Landscape, from which the Tragic Muss 
advances slowly to Music, and speaks the Jolbwing 
Lines, 

Hence with ^oor flippant epilogo^that tries 
To wipe the virtuous tear from British eyes ; 
That dares ray moral, tragic scene profane. 
With strains — at best nnsuiting, light, and vain. 
Hence from the pure uusully'd beams that play 
In yon lair eyes where virtue shines — away ! 

Britons, to you from chaste Castalian groves. 
Where dwell the tender, oft unhappy loves; 
Where shades of heroes roam, each mighty name. 
And court my aid to rise again to fame ; 
To von I come, to freedom's noblest seat, 
And in Britannia fix my last retreat. 

In Greece and Rome I watch'd the public weal , 
The purple tyrant trembled at my steel : 
Nor did I less o'er private sorrows reign. 
And mend the melting heart with softer pain. 
On France and yon then rose my bright'ning star. 
With social ray— The arts are ne'er at war. 
Oh, as your fire and genius strongly blaze. 
As yours are gen'rous freedom's bolder lays, 
liCt not the Gallic taste leave yours behind. 
In decent manners and in life refin'd ; 
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Banish the motly mode, to tag low Terse, 

The lanjrhing ballad to the moarnfal hearse. 

When Urough five acts your hearts have learned to 

glow, 
Toach*d with the saered force of honest woe ; 
Oh, keep the dear impression on jour breast. 
Nor idlj Jose it for a wretched jest. 



C. WhittiDKham, Printer, Chiswick. 
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THE TENDER HUSBAND. 

Drort Lane Theatre originally presented the 
town with this Comedy in the year 1705, when it 
was received with much applause. It may be 
presumed that Mr. Addison had a good opinion 
.of it by his having presented the author with a 
prologue. 

Moiiere's Sicilien, ou VAmowr Peintre, fur- 
nished the incident of Clermont's disguising him- 
self as an artist to paint the picture of his mistress. 

The dialogue, as originally given, was a little 
more approaching to grosniretS than modern man- 
ners would allow; and even notwithstanding pre- 
sent retrenchments, too great an exuberance of 
fancy, and latitude of double entendre yet remain. 



PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN BT MR. ADDISON. 

In the firat riae and iDfanoj of faroe. 

When fools were manj, and when plajTs were soaroe. 

The raw, anpraotis'd aatbors conld, with ease, 

A yoong and nnexperieno'd andienoe pleas^: 

No single character bad e'er been shown. 

But the whole herd of fops was all their own ; 

Rich in originals, they set to view. 

In etrery piece, a coxcomb that was new. 

Bnt now our Britith theatre can boast 
Drolls of all kinds, a vast unthinking host! 
Pmitfnl of folly and of vice, it shows 
Cuckolds, and cits^ and bawds, and pimps, and beaux ; 
Rough country knights are found of every shire, 
Of every fashion gentle fops appear; 
And punks of different characters we meet. 
As frequent on the stage as in the pit : 
Our modern wits are forced to pick and cull, 
And here and there, by chance, glean op a fool : 
Liong ere they find the necessary spark. 
They search the town, and beat about tlie park: 
To all his most frequented haunts resort, 
Oft dog him to the ring, and oft to court ; 
As love of pleasure, or of place invites : 
And sometimes catch hira taking snuff at WhUe*s. 

Howe*er, to do you right, the present age 
Breeds very hopeful monsters for the stage. 
That scorn the paths their dull forefathers trod, 
And won't be blockheads in the common road. 
Do but survey this crowded house to-night. 
Here's still encouragement for those *that write. 

Our author, to divert his friends to-day. 
Stocks with variety of fools his play ; 
And, that there may be something ^ay and new. 
Two ladies-errant has emosed to view : 
The first a damsel, traveU'd in romance. 
The t'other more refin'd ; she comes from France: 
Resoae, like courteous knights, the nymph from danger, 
iknd kindly treat, like well-bred men, the stranger. 



DRAMATIS PERSON;G. 
Ai acted at Drury Lane, 1787. 

SirBmyGubbm. Mr. Badd«ley. 

Hum^e^Gubbin Mr. Dodd. 

Mr, Tipktn Mr. Phrsons. 

Clerinumtttt^ior Mr, Packer. 

CapUun CUrimant Mr. Brerelou. 

Mr. Pounce Mr. i 



Jfrt. CUrimont Mrs. Ward. 

Aunt Mrs. Hopkins. 

Niece MissParren. 

Faintove Mrs. Wells. 

Jenny MjasUdswelL 



ACT THE FIRST. 




SCENE I. The Park. 
Enter Clerimont, Senior, and Fain love. 

Cler.ten.Wf Eh-Lj Mr. Fainlove, how do joa go on 
ia joor amoar with mj wife? 

Ikin. 1 am yorj dnl and yer? dUtant ; if she smiles 
or speaks, 1 bow and gaze at her — then throw down 
my ejes, as if opprest bj fear of offence, then steal a 
look again till she again sees me— This is my general 
method. 

der.ten. And 'tis right— For such a fine ladj has 
no guard to her virtae, bat her pride ; therefore yon 
most constantly apply yoorself to that— Bat dear LncT» 
as yon have been a very faithful, bat a very costly 
wench to me ; so my spoase also has been constant to 
my bed, bat careless of my fortune. 

Fain, Ah! my dear, how coald yoa leave yoar poor 
Lacy, and ran into France to see sights, and show your 
gallantry with a wife? Was not that unnatural ? 

Cier. ten. She brought me a noble fortune, and I 
tliooght she had a right to share it : therefore carried 
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her to see the world, forsooth, and make the tour of 
France and Italy, where she learned to lose her monej 
graoefollj, to admire everj vanity in our sex, and 
contemn every virtue in her own ; which, with tea 
thousand other perfections, are the ordinary improve- 
ments of a traveli'd lafly. Now I can neither mortify 
her vanity that I may live at ease wilh her, or quite 
discard her, till I have catch'd her a little enlargin|c 
her innocent freedoms, as she calls 'em : for this end I 
am content to be a French husband, though now and 
then with the secret pangs of an Italian one; and 
therefore, sir, or madam, ^ou are thus equipt to attend 
and accost her ladyship : it concerns you to be diligent : 
if we wholly part — 1 need say no more; if we do not 
— I'll see thee well provided for. 

Fain/Vii do all I can, I warrant yon; but yon are 
not to expect I'll go much among the men. 

Cler. sen. No, no, yon must not go near Aien, yon 
are onl^ (when my wife goes to a play^ to sit in a side 
box with pretty fellows — I don't design you to per- 
sonate a real man, you are only to be a pretty gentle- 
man Not to be of any use or consequence in the 

world, as to yourself, but merely as a property to 
others. — You most have seen many of that speoies. 

Fain, I apprehend you, such as stand in assemblies, 

with an indolent softness and contempt of all around 

'em ; who make a^gnre in poblie, and are soorn'd in 

private. 1 have seen such a one with a pocket glass to 

see his own face, and an affected perspieclive to know 

others. [imitates each, 

Cler. sen. Ay, ay, that's mv man — ^Thou dear rogue. 

Fain. Let me alone — I'll fa^ mjr life I'll horn you ; 

that is, I'll make it appear I might if I could. 

Cier. sen. Ay, that will please me q|^nile as well. 

Fain. To show you the progress iliave made, f last 

night won of her five hundred pounds, which I have 

brought you safe. [Giving f^im BiUs. 

Cter. sen. Oh the damn'd vioe ! That- Women can 

imagine all household care, regard" to posterity, and 

fear of poverty, must be saonficra to a game at cards— 



SCENE 1. TENDER HUSBAND. 9 

Soppoae sfae bad not had it to paj, and jou bad been 
capable of finding yoor aeeoont another way— >— 

Fain» That's bat a noppoae 

JOler. sen. I lay, she mast hare complied with everj 
thing jon aak'd. 

Fain* But she knows jon nerer limit her expenses—' 
I'll sain her from him for ever if I can [Atide. 

CUt» ten. With this 3*00 have repaid me two thou- 
sand pounds, and if yon did not refond thus honestly, 
1 oould not have sopplied her We most have parted. 

Fain, Then yon shall part— if t'other way fails. 
[A^e] However, I can't blame yoor foedtiess ef her, 
she lias so many entertaining qualities with her vanity 
— Then she hj^ such a pretty nnlhinking air, while she 
saunters round a room, and prattles sentences — 

CUr. $en. That was her torn from her infancy ; she 
always had a great genius for knowing every thing but 
what it was necessary she sboold— Thus the case stood 
when she went to France ; but her fine follies improved 
so dAilVi that, tlioogb 1 was then proud of her being 
called Mr. Clerimoot's wife, I am now as much out of 
ooniltenanoe to hear myself called Mrs. Clerimont's 
1' isband, so much is the superiority of her side. 

Fain» I am sure if ever I gave myself a little liberty, 
I never found you so indulgent. 

CUr. sen. I should have the whole sex on my back, 
sbonld I pretend to retrench a lady so well visited as 
mine is-*-Therefore I must bring it about that it shall 
appear her own act, if she reforms ; or else I shall be 
pronoonced jealoos, and have my eyes poli'd out for 
being open — But 1 hear my brother Jack coming, who, 

I hope, has brought yours with him Hist, not a 

wora. 

Enter Captain Clebimont and Pounce. 
Capi. C. I have found him out al last, brother, and 
brought you the obsequious Mr. Pounce. I saw him 
at a distance in a crowd, whispering in their tarns 
with all about him— He is a gentleman so reoeived, so 
courted, and to trosted— ~ 
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Pcimce, I •m irerj %\wA. if toq saw aay thiiig like 
that, if Ibe apprebatioo of otbers can reoommeM me 
(where I moch more desired it) to this oompaDy— -«- 

Capt. C, Oh the cifil person— Bot, dear PooDce, yon 

know I am year professed admirer Now my brother 

and 1 want yoor help in a bosiness that requires a little 
more dexterity than we onrselTes are masters of. 

Pounce. Yon know, sir, my character is helping the 
distrest, which I do freely, and withont reserve ; while 
others are for distinraishing rigidly en the justice of 

the occasion, and so lose the ^raoe of the benefit 

Now 'lis my profession to assist a free-hearted yooog 
fellow against an nnnalnral long-lived father — to dis- 
encumber men of pleasure of the vexaticMi of unwieldy 
estates, to support a feeble title to an inheritance, 

Ckr. sen, I have been well aequainted with yoor 
merits ever since I saw yon, with so much compassion, 
pcompt a stammerin|f witness in Westminster-hall-*-^~ 
that wanted inslmetion— I love a man that can ventare 
hu ears with so much bravery for his friend. 

PwMce, Dear, sir, spare my modesty, and let me 
know to what all this panegyric tends. 

Cler, sen* Why, sir, what I would say is in behalf of 
my brother the captain here, whose misfortune it is 
that 1 was born before him. 

Pounce. I am confident he had rather yon should 
have been so, than any other man in Bngland. 

Copt. C. Yon do me justiee, Mr. Pounce*^— But 
though 'tis to that gentleman, I am still a younger 
brother ; and yon know we that are so, are generally 
oondemn'd to shops, colleges, or inns of conrU 

Pounce. But you, sir, have escaped 'em ; yon have 
been trading in the noble mart of giory 

Copt. C. That's true— But the general makes saoh 
haste to finish the war, that we red coats may be soon 
ont of fashion— and then 1 am a fellow of the most 
easy, indolent disposition in the world; I hate all 
manner of bnsinast. 

Pounce. A composed temper, indeed 1 
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Copt* C* Ib micIi oue» I sboold have bo way of IWe- 
lihood, bai calling over thi« gcHiUemaB's dogt in Um 
oooptrjy.driBkiog bU stale beer to the ndgbbourhoedt 
or marrying a forUioe. 

Cler. ten. To be abort, Pounoe 1 am patting Jaok 

opon marriage -, and yoo are so pablie an envoy, or 
ratber plenipotentiary, from tbe very different nations 
of Cbeapride, GoTent-gardea, and St. James's; you 
bare, too, tbe mien and language of eaob place so 
paturaliy, tbatyon are tbe properest iastrnment 1 know 
in tbe world, to belp an bonest yonog fellow to favour 
in one of 'em, by credit in tbe otber. 

Pmmce. By wbat I onderstand of ^^onr many pre- 

tvse$f gentlemen, Um purpose of all tbis is ^Tbat it 

would not, in tbe least, discompose tbis gentleman's 
easy, indolent disposition, to fall into twenty tbousand 
pounds, tboogb it came upon bim never so Middenly. 

Copt. C. Yoo are a very discerning roan How 

oonia you see so lar throogb me, as to know 1 love a 
fine woman, pretty equipage, good company, aad a 
clean babitalion? 

Bounce. Well, tboogb I am so muck a conjuror — 
Wbat then j> 

CUr, sen. You know a certain person, into whose 
hands you now and tben recommend a young beir, to 
be relieved from tbe vexation of ieuaats, taxes, and so 
fortb 

Pounce, Wbat I my wortby friend, and city patron. 
Heaekiah Tipkin, banker, in Lombard-etreet ; would 
tbe noble oautain lay any sums in his hands ? 

Cept. C. Ko — But the noble captain -would have 
treasure out of bis bands — Yon know bis niece* 

Pounce, To my knowledge, ten thousand pounds in 
money. 

Copt, C. Sncb a stature 1 such a blooming ooun- 
tonance ! so easy a shape ! 

PeuMce, 1b jewels of her grandmother's five tbon- 



Capt. C, Her wit so lively, her mien so alloriogl 
Pounce, in land a thousand a year. 
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Copt. C. Her lips have that oertain prominence, that 
swelhng^ toftneM, that they infite to a pressare ; her 
ejes tlMit languish,, that tliej give pain, though thej 
look onlj inolined to rest Her whole person that' 

Pounce. Why I thought too had never seen her 

Copt. C. No more I ha'n t. 

Pounce. Who told you, then, of her inviting lips/ 
her soft sleepr eyes? 

Capt. C. You yourself. 

Pounce. Sure you rave ; I never spoke of her before 
to you. 

Uapt. C. Why, you won't face me down — Did you 
not just now say, she had ten thousand pounds in 
money, five in jewels, and a thousand a year? 

Pounce. 1 confess my own stupidity, and her charms 
— Why, if you were to meet, you would certainly 
please her; /on have the cant of ipving. — But, pray, 
may we be free? That young gentleman — 

(uixpf. C. A very- honest, modest gentleman of my 
acquaintance : one that has much more in him than lie 
apnears to have; you shall know him better, sir ; this 
is Xfr. Pounce. Mr. Pounce, this is Mr. Fainfove; I 
most desire you to let him be known to yon, and your 
friends. 

Pounce. I shall be proud — Well, then, since we may 
be free, you must understand, the young lady, by being 
kept from the world, has made a world of her own.— 
She has spent all her solitude in reading romances ; 
her bead is full of shepherds, knights, flowery meads, 
groves, and streams ; so that if you talk like a man of 
this world to her, you do nothing, x 

Capt. C. Oh let me alone — I have been a great tra- 
veller in fairy land myself; I know Oroondates, Cas- 
sandra I Astrea and Clelia are my intimate aoquaiot- 
anee. 

Pounce. That would do, that would do her very 

lanjruage. 

Cier, sen. Why then, dear Pounce, I know thov art 
the only man living that can serv6 him. 
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Pounce, Gfdttltmen, joo niiisl pardon me, T aui 
solioitliig the marriage MlUemenfc bekweeD her and a 
coonlry boohy, her coasin, Hompbrej Gobbin, sir 
Harrj a heir, who is come to town to take possesnon 
of her. 

Ctier.ten. Well, all that I can say to the matter is, 
that a thoasand poonds on the day of Jaek's marriage 
to her, is more than yonll get by the dispatch of those 
deeds. 

Pounce. Why a thoosand poonds is a pretty thinr, 
especially when His to take a lady fair oat of the hands 
of an obstinate ill-bred clown, to give her to a gentle 
swain, a dying enamoured knight 

Cler. sen. Ay. dear Pounce— consider but that— -the 
jastice of the thing. 

Pounce, Besides, he is just come from the glorious 
Blenheim ! Look ye, captain, I hope you have learn'd 
an implicit obedience to your leaders. 

C(Kpt. C. Tis all I know. 

Pounce. Then, if I am to command — make no one 
stop without roe— And since we may be free — I am 
also to acquaint you, there will be more merit in bring- 
ing this matter to bear than you imagine— Yet right 
measures make all things possible. 

CapU C, We'll follow yours exactly. 

Pounce. But the great matter against us is want of 
time, for the nymph"s nnde, and 'squire's father, this 
morning met, and made an end of the matter — But the 
difficulty of a thing, captain, shall be no reason against 
attempting it. 

Capt. C. I have so great an opinion of your conduct 
that I warrant you we conquer all. 

Pounce. I am so intimately employ'd by old Tlpkin, 
and so necessary to him, tliat I may, perliaps, puzzle 
thiqgs yet 

CTer.$en. I have seen thee cajole the knave very 
dextoroosly. 

Pounce. Whv, really, sir, generally speaking, 'tis 
but knowing what a man thinks of himself, and giving 
him that, to make him what else you please Now 
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Tipkin it an absointo LonlMrd-street wit* a fellow Ifaat 
drolls on the sirengrih of fifty iliouaand pounds: lie is 
cail'd on 'Change, Sly-boots, and by the ioroe of a tetj 
good eredit, and very bad consoieaoe^ he is a leading 

Strson : but we most be qnick, or he'll sneer old sir 
arry ont of his senses, and strike np the sale of his 
niece immediately. 

Copt. C. Bat ray riTal, what's he? 

Pounce. There*s some hopes there; for I hear the 
booby is as averse, as his father is inclined to it— One 
is as obstinate, as the other oroel. 

Cler, sen. He is, they say, a pert blookhead, and 
very lively out of his father's sight. 

Pounce. He that gave me his character^ cali'd him a 
dooile dance, a fellow rather absard, than a direct fool. 
— When his lather's absent, he'll pnrsne any thing he's 
pot upon — But we roast not lose time. — ^Pray h« yon 
two brothers at home to wait for any notice from me, 
while that pretty gentleman and I, whose (aee I have 
known, take a walk and look about for 'em—^, so — 
yoang lady [Atide to Fainbve, Exeunt. 

Enter Sir Harry Gubbin and Tipkin. 

Sir H, Look ye, brother Tipkin^ as I told yon 
before, ray bnsiness in town is to disposc'of an handred 
liead of cattle, and ray son. 

Tip, Brother Oobbin, as I signified to toq in my 
last, bearing date September 13th, my niece has a thon^ 
sand pounds per annnm, and beoanse 1 have found you 
a plain-dealing man (particnlarly in the easv pad yon 
pat into ray hands last summer) I was vnlling you 
should have the refusal of my niece, provided that I 
have a discharge from all retrospects while her guardian, 
and one thousand pounds for my careu 

Sir H. Ay, bat brother, you rate her too high ; the 
war has fetoh'd down the price of women : the wliole 
nation is overrun with petticoats; our daughters lie 
upon our hands, brother Tipkin ; girls are drugs, sir, 
mere drags. 

lip. iMok ye, sir Harry— Let girls be what they 
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will—A tbodsand poonds • ;Mr it a UmoaMid potiiid« 
a yew; aad a tbouiaiid pooBdt a jear i» willier girl 
nor boT. 

Sir H. Look ye, Mr. Tipkio, the mun article with 
one is, that fogndalion of wives' rebellioB, and hasbaada' 
oeokoldoDi, that corsed piit>money— Pive handred 
poands per anouin pio-moiiey. ^ 

Tip, The word pin^moiiey, sir Harry, is a term 

Sir H. It is a term, brother, we never bad in our 
family, nor ever will— make her jointure in widow- 
hood accordingly large, but four hundred pounds a 
year is enough to five no account of. 

Tip, WelC sir Harry, since yon can't swallow these 
pinm 1 will abate to four hundred pounds. 

Sir H. And to molliff the article as well as spe- 
cify the uses, we'll put in the names of seteral female 
utensils; as needles, knitting-needles, tape, thread, ' 
scissars, bodkins, fans, play-lwoks, with other toys of 
that nature. And now, since we have as good as con- 
cluded on the marriage, it will not be improper that 
the young people see each other. 

3t^. I don't think it prudent 'till the very instant of 
marnage, lest they should not like one another. 

Sir a. They shall meet As for the young girl she 

cannot dislike Numps ; and for Nnmps, I never suf- 
fered him to have any thing he liked in his fife. He'll 
be here immediately ; he lias been train'd up from his 

childhood under such a plant as this in my hand 1 

bave taken pains in his education. 

Tip. Sir Harry, I approve your method ; for since 
yon have left off hunting, jon might otherwise want 
exercise, and this is a subtle expedient to preserve 
yoor Q9vn health, and year son's good manners* 

Sir U. It has been the eustom of the Gubbins to 
preserve severity and discipline in their families — I 
myself was caned the day before my wedding. 

Tip, Ay, sir Harry, bad yon not been well cudgelled ' 
in youth, yon had never been the man you are. 

Sir H, You say right, now I feel the benefit of it— 
There's a crab*tree near our bouse, which flourishes 
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for the ffood of mj posterilj, and has brnshed oar 
jaokeU, from fiither to sod, for several j^erations; 

Tip. I am glad to bear you have all things necessary 
for the family within yonrselves 

Sir H. Oh ! yonder, X see Numps is coming 1 

liaTC drest him in the very salt I liad on at my own 
wedding; *tis a most becoming ap|)arel. 

Enter Humphrey Gubbin. 

Tip. Trnly, the yonlh makes a good marriageable 
figure. 

Sir M. Come forward, Nnmps ; this is year ancle 
Tipkin, your mother's brotfier, Nomps, that is so kind 
as to bestow his niece upon you. — Don't be so gtum. 
sirrah. Don't bow to a man with a face as if you'a 
knock him down, don't, sirrah. [Apart. 

Tip, I am glad to see you, cousin Humphrey — He is 
not talkative, i observe already. 

Sir U. He is very shrewd, sir, when he pleases— Do 
YOU see this crab-stick, you dog? import] Well, 
Nnmps, don't be out of humour. Will yon talk? 
[Apart'] Come, we're your friends, Numps, come, lad. 

Hump. You are a pure fellow for a father. This is 
always your trick, to make a great fool of one before 
oompanv. [Apart to his Father. 

Sir n. Don't disgrace me, sirrah : you grim grace- 
less rogue, [impart J— Brother, he has been bred up to 
respect and silence before his parents — ^yet did you 
but hear what a noise he makes sometimes in the 
kitchen, or the kennel, he's the loudest of 'em all. 

Tip. Well, sir Harry, since you assure me he can 
speak, I'll take your word for it. ^ 

Hutnp. I can speak when I see occasion, and I can 
bold mv tongue when I see occasion. 

Sir a. Well said, Nnmps — sirrah, I see you cata do 
well,if you will. [Apart. 

Tip, Pray walk up to me, cousin Humphrey. 

Sir H. Ay, walk to and fro between us, with your 
hat under yonr.arm. Cletr up your countenance. 

[Apart. 
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7^ I tee, sir Harry, joa baa't Mt bin a oaperiBg 
ander a Frenob danoio^-naster : foe does not miooe ii: 
be bas ool learn'd to walk bj a coDrant, or a boree. — 
His paces are natoral, sir Harry. 

Hunm. I don't know, bat 'lis so we walk in Ibe west 
of Bnrland. 

Sir H, Ay, right, Namps, and so we do^Ha I ba ! 
ha! PraT, brotter, observe his make, none of yoor 
lath-baok'd wishy washy breed—come hither, Nnnips. 
CSan't yon stand still ? [^Apeart, meaiuring hU Hkoulders. 

Tip, I presume this is not the iimt time, sir Harry, 
yon hare measured his shonldera with yoar cane. 

Sir H. Look ye, brother, two feet and an half in 
the shoolders. 

Tip, Two feet and an half? we most make some set- 
tlement on the younger children. 

Sir H, Not like him, qnollia' ! 

Tip, He may see his eousiB when be pleases. 

Hump, But liark ye, nnole, I bare a scrapie I bad 
better mentioa before marriage .than alter. 

Tip. What's that? what's that? 

Hump. My oousin, yon know, is a-kin to me, and 1 
don't think it lawful for a young man to marry bis 
own relations. 

Sir H, Hark?e, barkye, Numps, we haw got a 
way to solve all that— Airrab ! Consider this cudgel I 
Yoor oousin I Suppose I'd have you marry your grand- 
mother ^hat then ? lApart. 

Tip. Well, has your father satisfied yon in Ibafioint, 
Mr« Humphrey i 

Hump, Ay, ay^ sir, very well : I hare not the least 
soraple remaining ; no, no — not in the least, sir. 

Tip. 'f hen harkye, brother ; we'll go take a whet, 
and settle the whole afiair. 

Sir H. Come, we'll leave Numps here-*— be knows 
the way. Not marry your own relations, sirrah I 

[Apart, Exeymt Sir Harr^ and Tipkin. 

Hump, Very fine, very fine; bow prettily this park 
is stocked with soldiers, and deer, and docks, and 
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ladies Ha! where are the old fellows gone? where 

can thejr be, tro' I'll ask these people 

Enter Pounce and Fainlove. 

Hump. Ha, joa pretty. yoong geDlleman, did yoa 
see mj father? 

Fain, Year father, sir? 

Hump, A weezel-faoed cross old gentleman, with 
spindfe shanks ? 

Fain. No, sir. 

Hump. A crab-tree stick in his hand? 

Pounce. We ha'n't met any body with these marks, 

bat snre I have seen yon before Are not yon Mr. 

Humphrey Gobbin, son and heir to »ir Henry Uobbin ? 

Hump. 1 am his son and heir— bnt how long I shall 
be so I can't tell, for he talks every day of disinheriting 
me. 

Pounce, Dear sir, let me embrace yon— Nay, don't 
be oflended if I take the liberty to kiss yuo; Mr. 
Fainlove, pray [Fainlove kitses] kiss the gentleman — 
Nay, dear sir, don't «tare and be surprised ; for I have 
bad a desire to be better known to yon ever since I 
saw yon one day clinch your fist at your father, when 
his back was tnrn'd upon yon — For 1 must own I very 
much admire a young gentleman of spirit. 

Hump. Why, sir, would it not vex a man to the 
heart, to have an old fool snubbing abody every minute 
afore company ? 

Pounce. Oh fie, he uses yon like a boy. 

Hump. Like a boy ! He lays me on, now and then, 
as if I were one of his hounds— Von can't think what 
a rage he was in this morning, because I boggled a little 
at marrying my own cousin. 

Pounce, A man can't be too scrupulous, Mr. Hum- 
phrey ; a man can't be too sornpuloos. 

Hump,' Sir, I could as soon love my own flesh and 
blood ; we should squabble like brother and sister ; do 

you think we should not, Mr. =- ? Pray, gentlemen, 

nay I craTe the favour of your names? 

Pounce, Sir, I am the Fcry person thai have been 
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employed to draw op the articles of marriage belween 
joD and joar coosin. 

Hump, Ay, say joa so? Then you can inform me in 
some things eoncerning mjself ? — Pray, sir, what estate 
am I heir to ? 

Pounce, To fifteen hundred pounds a year, an en- 
tailed estate 

Hump. I am glad to hear it, with all my heart; and 
can you satisfy me in another question — Fray how old 
am I at present? 

Pounce. Tbree-and-twenty last March. . 

Hump. Why^ as sore as you are there, they have kept 
me back. I bare been told by some of the neighboor- 
liuod, that I was born the very year the pigeon^hoose 
was built, and every body knows the pigeon-house is 
three-and-twenty — Why, I find there has been tricks 
play'd me; I have obey'd him all along, as if I had 
oeen obliged to it ^ 

Pounce, Not at all, sir; your father can't out you 
oat of one acre of fifteen hundred poonds a year. 

Hump. What a fool have I been, to give him his 
bead so long ! 

Pdunce. A man of yoor beaoty and fortune may find 
out ladies enough that are not a-kin to you. 

Hump. Look ye, Mr. What-d'je-oall— As to my 
beauty, I don't know bnt theymay take a liking to that 
— But, sir, mayn't I crave your name? 

Pounce. My name, sir, is Pounce, at your service. 

Hump. Pounce, with a P ! 

Pounce. Yes, sir, and Samuel with an S . 

Hump. Why then, Mr. Samuel Pounce, do you know 
any gentlewoman that joo think I could like? For to 
tell you trulv, I took an antipathy to my cousin ever 
since my fiither proposed her to me — And since every 
bodv knows I came up to be married, I don't care to 
go down and look balk'd. 

Pounce. 1 have a thought just come into my head — 
Do you see this young gentleman ? he has a sister, a 
pro<figioos fortune— 'faith, yon two shall be acquainted. 

Fam, I can't pretend to expect so acoomplish'd a 
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geiitlenkaii a« Mr. Howpreyfor my sutler! bat, being 
your friend, I'll be at bis serrice in the aflfur. 

Hump, li I hail yonr 8i8ter«sbe-and I aboold live 
lUte two Inrtles. 

Pounce. Mr. Humphrey, yon shan't be fooVd any 
longer. Til oarry y<tn into eom^ny. Mr.. Fainloye, 
yon shall introdnoe him to Mrs. Cierimont^ toilet. 

fotn. She'll be bigUy taken with him, for she loTes 
a gentleman whose manner is partieuUu*. 

Pounce. What^ sir, a person of yonr pretensions, a 
clear estate, no pottionji to pay! 'TIS barbarous, yonr 
treatment -^Mn Htimphrev, Vm afraid yon want 
money — -There's for you^ What, a man of your ac- 
cofflfiJisbments! [Giomg a Purse. 

Hump. And yet yon see, sir, how they use me— Dear 
sir, you are ihe best friend I ever met with in all my 
life-^Now I am flush of jnoney bring me to your sister, 
and I warrant yon for my behaviour. — A man's quile 
another thing with money in bis pocket — you know. 

Pounce, flow KtlJe the oaf wonders why 1 should 
give him money! Yon shall never want, Mr. Hum- 
phrey, while I have it — Mr. Humphrey; but, dear 
friend, I must take my leftve of you, I have some 
extraordinary business on my hands; I can^t stay ; but 
you must not say a word. 

Fain, But yon must be in the way half an hour 
hence, and I'll introdnoe you «t Mrs. Clerimont's. 

Ppunce. Make 'em believe you are wUling to have * 
your cousin Bridget, ^till opportunity serves: farewell, 
dear friend. (Exit Pounce and Fainhve. 

Hump, Farewell, good Mr. Samuel Pounce — But 
]et*s see my easi^- — 'tis very true^ tiie old siting, a 
man meets with more friendship from slrangers, than 
his own relations.—^Letli see my oasb, one, two, three, 
four, there on that side— one, two, three, fonr, on that 
side ; 'tis a foolish thing to put all one's money in one 
pocket ; 'tis like n man^s ^ole estate in one oountv — 
These five in my fol>-411 keep these in my hand, lest 
I should have pre»enleocaaion*^But this town's foil of 
fiiokpoekets— I'll go home agaiB* . [£vi<» wkistUng. 
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SCENE I. The tame. 

Enter PouncEi and Captain Clsrim ont with kit 
Am in a Scarfm 

Pounce, Yoa are now w^l enoarh instrnoted botli 
in the aoot and niece to form yoor Defaarioar. 

Capt. C. Bol to talk with lier apart is the g^eat 
matter. 

Pounce. The antiquated^ virgin has a mighty affec- 
tation for jonth, and is a grMt loTer of men and 
money — One of these, at least, I am snre I can gratify 
her in by torning her pence in the aonaities» or tfaie 
slocks of one of the companies; some way or other 
ril find to entertain her, and engage yon with the 
young lady. 

jCmt, C. Since that is iier ladyship's turn; so basy 
and Bne a gentleman as Mr. Poance must needs be in 
her good graces. 

Pounce. So shall yon too-^Bnt you must not be seen 
with mo at first meeting; I'll dog 'em» while yon watch 
at a distance. [fivewil. 
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Enter Aunt and Niece. 

Apiece. Was it not my gallant that whiatled so oharm- 
ing^ly in the parlour, before he went out this morning? 
He*8 a most accomplish^ cavalier. 

Aunt. Come, nieoe, come — Yon don't do well to 
make sport with yonr relations, especially with a yonng 
gentleman that has so much kindness for yon. 

Mece, Kindness for me ! What a phrase is there to 
express the darts and flames, the sighs and languishiftgs 
of an expecting lover ! 

Aunt. Pray, niece, forbear this idle trash, and Ulk 
like other people. Yonr consin Hampbrey will be 
true and hearty in what he says, and that's a great deal 
better than the talk and compliment of romances. 

Niece. Good madam, don't wound my ears with such 
expressions: do you think I can ever love a man that's 
true and hearty ! What a pdasant-like amour do these 
coarse words import? True and hearty 1 Pray, aunt, 
endeavour a little at the embellishment of yonr style. 

Aunt. Alack-a-day, cousin Biddy, these idle romances 
liaveqnite tnrn'd your head. 

Niece. How often must I desire yon, madam, to la^ 
aside that familiar name, coosin Biddy ? 1 never hear it 
without blushing — Did yon ever meet with an heroine, 
in those idle romances as you call 'em, that was term'd 
Biddy? 

Aunt. Ah ! Cousin, cousin — ^These are mere vapoors, 
indeed — nothing but vapours. 

Niece. No, the heroine has always something soft 
and engaging in her name — something that gives us • 
notion of the sweetness of her beautv and Mfaaviour. 
A name that glides through a half a dosen tender syl- 
lables, as Elismunda, Clidamira, Deidamia, that runs 
upon vowels of the tongne, not hissing through ones 
teeth, or breaking them with consonants. — ^'Tis strange 
rudeness those familiar names they give us, when there 
is Aurelia, Saocharissa, Gloriana for people of con- 
dition ; and Celia, Chloris, Corinna, Mopsa, for their 
maids and those of lower rank. 
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Aunt, Look ye, Biddji this is not to be topporled; 
I know not wfaiere yoa learned tlui nioetj^ ; bat 1 can 
tell jon, forsooth, as much as jroa despise it» yoar 
mother was a Bridget afore joa, and an excellent 
housewife. 

^iece. Good madam, don't npbraid me with my 
mother Bridget, and an excellent hoasewife. 

Aunt, Yes, I say, she was, and spent her time in 
better learning than efer yoa did ; not in reading of 
fights and battles of dwarfs and gianU ; but in writing 
out receipts for broths, possets, candles, and snrfeit- 
waters, as became a good country gentlewoman. 
^iece. My mother, and a Brid^t ? 
Aunt, Yes, niece; I say again your mother, my 
mster, was a Bridget! the daogbter of her mother Mar- 
ge^, of her mother Cicely, of her mother Alice. 

Ivtecc Have you no mercy ? Oh the barbarous ge- 
nealogy ! 

Aunt, Of her mother Winifred, of her mother Joan. 
^iece. Since you will run on, then I must needs lell 
yoo I am not satisfied in the point of my nativity. Many 
an infant has been placed in a cottage with obscure 
parents, till by chance some ancient servant of the 
family has known it by its marks. 

Aunt, Ay, yoo had best be searched Tbat*s like 

vour calling the winds the fanning gales, before I don*t 
know how much company; and the tree that was blown 
by it, had, forsooth, a spirit imprisoned in the trunk 
of it. 

Afteee. Ignorance! 

Aunt. Then a cloud this morning had a flying dragon 
in it. 

iVtece. What eyes had you that you could see nothing ? 
For mv part, 1 look upon it as a prodigy, and expect 
somethingextraordinary will liappen to me before-night 
——But you have a gross relish of things. What 
noble descriptions in romances had been lost, if the 
writers had been persons of your gont? 

Aunt. I wish the anthers had b^n bang*d, and their 
books burnt, before yon bad seen 'em. 
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Niece. SimpHoilj! 

Aunt. A parcel of itD{nrobftb1e lies. 

JNUce. Indeed, madam, joor raiilerj is eoarse— ^- 

Aunt. Fit only to corrapt jonng girls, and fill their 
heads with a thousand foolish dreams of I don*t know 
what. 

Niece. Naj, now, madam, yoo grow exlraTagant 

Aunt. What i say is not to yex, bnt advise yoa for 
yonr good. 

Nieee. What, to born Philocles, Artaxerxes, Oroon* 
dates, and the rest of the heroic lovers, and take my 
country booby, cousin Humphrey, for an hosband I 

Aunt. Oh dear, oh dear, Biddy ! Pray, good dear, 
learn to act and speak like the rest of the world; 
come, eoine, you snail marry your cousin, and live 
comfortably. 

Niece. Live comfortably f What kind of life is that? 
A great heiress live comfortably! Pray, aunt, learn 
to raise your ideas^— What is, 1 wonder, to live com- 
fortably? 

Aunt, To live eomfortaMy, is to live with prodenco 
and fnigality, as we do in liomberd'Street. 

Niece. As we do — r-thaVs a fine life indeed, wilh 

one servant of each sex Let's see how many things 

oor coachman is good for He rubs down bis horses, 

lays the cloth, whets the knives, and sometimes makes 
beds. 

Aunt, A good servant should turn his band to every 
thing in a family. 

JVtece. Nay, there's not a creature in our familv, 
that has not two or three difierent duties ; as John is 
butler, footman, and coachman; so Mary is cook, 
laundress, and chamber-maid. 

Aunt. Well, and do yon laugh at that? 

Niece. No- n ot I nor at the coaob-borseti, 

though one has an easy trot for ray uncle's riding, and 
Tolher an easy pace for yoor side-saddle. 

Awit. And so you ieer at the good management of 
yoor relations, do yon r 

Niece. No, I'm well satisfied that all the boase are 
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oreattiresof boiiiiMs; but, locked, wfts in bopM that 
niy poor fftp-dogr mijpfat have lived with ine opon nj 
fortme tvitbootan enplojiMfit ; bat mj ancle ihreatens 
every day to oMke him a torospit, Uiat be too, in bit 
sphere, mav help os to Kve oomfortably. 

Aunt. Hirk je, oousin Biddy. 

Niece, 1 vow I'm oot of coontenanee, when oar 
batler, with his oarefol face, drives as all slowed in a 
chariot drawn by one horse ambliag and t'other trotting^, 
with bis provisions behind for the family, from Saturday 
night till Monday mornioffy boa ad for Haokney~— 
Then we make a comfortable figure, indeed. 

Aunt, So we do, and so will yon always, if yoa marry 
yoar eonsio Humphrey. 

Mece. Name not the creature. 

Aunt, Creatore! what, yoor own cousin a creatote! 

Niece* Ob, let's be fc<>>i>l?) ' see yonder another crea- 
ture that does my uncle's law business, and has, I be- 
Heve, made ready the deeds, those barbaroas deeds. 

Aunt, What, Mr. Pounce a creature too ! Nay, now 
I'm sure you're ignorant — You shall sta^, and you'll 
learn mere wit from him in an hour, than in a thousand 
of your foolish books in an age — Your servant, Mr. 
Pounce. ' t^ 

Enter Poukce. 

Pounce. Ladies, I hope I donH interropt tkvty pri?ate 
discourse. 

Aunt. Not in the least, sir. 

Pounce. I should be loath to be esteem'd one of those 
who think they have a privilege of mixing in all com- 
panies, without any business, trot to bring forth a loud 
laugh, or vain jest. 

Rieee, He talks with the mien and gravity of a 
Paladin. \A$ide. 

Pounce. Madam, I bought the other day at three and 
an half, and sold at seven. 

Aunt, Then pray, sir, sell for mt in time. Niece, 
mind him; he has an infinite deal of wll— ~- 
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Pounce, This Uutt I speak of was for yon 1 never 

oeglect sooh opporUinilies to serve mj friends. 

Aunt, lodeed, Mr. Poonoe, joo are, I protest, with- 
Qot ftatlerj, the wittiest mau in the world. 

Pounce, 1 assare yon, madam, I said last night, be- 
fore an hand red head of dtizeos, that Mrs. Barsheba 
Tipkin was the most ingenious young lady in the 
liberties. 

Aunt. Well, Mr. Pounce, you are so faoetions— But 
you are always among the great ones — 'tis no wonder 
you have it. 

Niece. Idle! idle! 

Pounce, But, madam, you know alderman Grey- 
goose, he's a notable ioking man Well, says lie, 

here's Mrs. Barsheba's health She's my mistress. 

Aunt. That man makes me split my sides with laugh- 
ing, he's such a wag Mr. Pounce pretends Grey- 

^oose said all this, but I know 'tis his own wit, for he's 
in love with me. [Aside, 

Pounce. But, madam, there's a certain affair I should 
commaoioate to you. [Awart, 

Aunt, Ay, 'tis certainly so — He wants to break bis 
mind to me. f C^^totn Clerimont pauing. 

Pounce. Oh, captain CIccimont, captain Clerimont, 

Liadies, pray let me ivtroduoe this youug eeotle- 

man ; he's my friend, a youth of great virtue and good- 
ness, for all be is in a red coat. 

Aunt. If he's yonr friend, we need not doubt his 
virtue. 

Cti^. C, Ladies, you're taking the cool breath of the 
morning. 

Niece. A pretty phrase. [Aside, 

Aunt. Tliat's Ine pleasantest time this warm weatlier. 

Copt. C. Oh, 'tis the season of the pearly dews, and 
gentle sephyrs. 

Niece. Ay! pray mind that again, aunt [Aside, 

Pounce. Shan't we repose ourselves on yonder seat^ 
I love improving oompiny, and to oommonioato. 

•^unC. Tis oerlainly so He's in love with me, and 
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wanU opportanity to tell mo so— I donl oar© if we do 

He*8 a most ingenious man. 

[Aside, Exeunt Aunt and Pounce. 
Capt, C. Wo enjoy here, madam, all the prettj land- 
scapes of the country, wilhonl the pains of going thither. 
Niece. Art and nature are in a rivalrv, or rathw • 
confederacy, to adorn this beauteous park with all the 
agreeable variety of water, shade, walks, and air. 
What can be more charming than these flowery lawns r 

Capt. C. Or these gloomy shades? 

Niece. Or these embroiderM Tallies? 

CoBt, C. Or that transparent stream f ^ . , . 

N^ce, Or these bowing brandies on the banks of it, 
that seem to admire their own beauty in the crystal 
mirror? . . i« e 

Capt. C. I am surprised, madam, at the delicacy of 

your phrase Can snch expressions come from tiom" 

bard-street? . . 

Niece. Alas, sir! what can be expected from an in- 
nocent virgin, that has been immured almost one and 
twenty years from the conversation of mankind, under 
the care of an Urganda of an aunt? 

Capt. C. Bless me, madam, how have yon been 
abused! many a lady before your age ha» had an hun- 
dred lances broken in her service, and as many dragons 
cot to pieces in honour of her. r a 'j 

Niece. Oh, the charming man ! lAstde. 

Capt C. Do you believe Pamela was one and twenty 
before she knew Musidorus? r m 'j 

Niece. I could hear him ever. . { Aside. 

Capt. C. A lady of your wit and beaut/ might have 
given occasion for a whole romance in folio before that 

^iece. Oh, the powers! who can he be? Oh, Touth 
unknown! But let me, in the first place, know whom i 
talk to: for, sir, I am wholly unacquainted both with 
your person, and your hUtory-You seem, indeed, by 
your deportment, and the disUnguishing mark of your 
bravery which you bear, to have been in a conflict 
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May I not know what orael beaatjr obliged 700 ttt saoh 
advenlares, till ahe pitied yon f 

Capt, C, Oh, the prett J coxcomb! lAtide] Oh, Blen- 
heim, Blenheim! On, Cordelia, Cordelia f 

Niece. Yon mention the place of battle 1 woold 

fain hear an exact description of it — Oar public papers 
are so defective, they don't so much as tell us how the 

son rose on that glorious day Were there not a 

great manv flights of vultures before the battle began ? 

Capt, C. Ob, madam, they have eaten up half ni j 
acquaintance. 

mece. Certainly never birds of prey were so bastetl 

by report, they might have lived half a year on 

the very legs and arms our troops left behind *em. 

Ceqn» C. Had we not fought near a wood, we shoul4 
ne'er have got legs enough to have come home upon. 
The joiner of the foot gnaras has made his fortune by it. 

IVtece. I shall never forgive your general He haa 

put all my ancient heroes out of countenance; he Jias 

{lulled down Cyrus and Alexander, as much as Louis 
e Grand — But your own part in that action? 

Capt, C. Only that slight hurt ; fbr the astrologer said 
at ray nativity. Nor fire, nor sword, nor pike, nor mus- 
ket shall destroy this child, let him but avoid fair ejes. 
— But, madam, may'nt I crave the name of her that has 
captivated my heart? 

^ Niece, I can't guess whom you mean by that descrip- 
tion ; but If yon ask my name, I must confess you put 
me upon revealing what I always keep as the greatest 

secret I have ; for, would you believe it they have 

call'd me 1 don't know how to own it, but have 

calPd me Bridget. 

Ct^U C. Bridget? 

Nteee, Bridget. 

C<qpt.C. Bridget? 

Niece. Spare m v confusion, I beseech too, sir, and 
if yon have occasion to mention me, let it he by Fu- 
thenissa ; for that's the name 1 have assumed ever nooe 
I came to yean of discretion. 
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Capt. C. The nnsiipporUble t^nny of pareoU. to 
fix oameii on hel pleas lofaoU wluoh tbej mqst blasli at 
all their liTes after ! I don*l think there s a sirname in 
the world to matoh it 

NUce* No ! what do yon think of TIpkin ? 

CapU C. Tipkin! Why, I think if I was a yoangr 
lady that had it, Vd part with it iminedlalely. 

Niece. Pray how would too get rid of it? 

C<n?t. C. I'd change it for another — I could recom- 
mena to you three very pretty syllables — What do yon 
think of Clerimout? 

Niece. Clerimont! Glerimont! Very well Bot 

what right have I to it? 

Capt. C. If you will give me leave, I'll pot yoa in 
possession of it. By a very few words, I can make it 
over to yoa, and your children after you. 

Niece. Oh, fie! whither are you running? Yoa know 
a lover should sigh in private, and languish whole years 
before he reveals his passion; he should retire into 
some solitary crove, and make the woods and wild 

beasts his confidents Vou should have told it to the 

echo half a year before yon had discovered it even to 

my handmaid. And yet besides to talk to me of 

children Did yoa ever hear of an heroine having 

children? 

(kpl. C. What can a lover do, madam« now the race 
of giants is extinct? Had 1 loved in those days, there 
bad not been a mortal six feet high, but should have 
owned Parthenissa for the paragon of beaoty> or mea- 
sured his length on the ground. Parthenissa should 
have been heard by the brooks and deserts at midnight, ~^ 
the echo's burden, and the river's murmnr. 

Niece. That bad been a golden age, indeed t But mo, 
my aunt has left her grave companion, and is coming 
towards vs ; I oommand yon to leave me. 

Pont, C. Thos Oroondatea, when Stalin dismissed 
Im her preaenoe, threw bimself at her feet, and im- 



plored perniasion bat to live. lOffering to kneel 

Niece. And ibas SUtira Faiaad bun from the earth, 
permitiing him to live and love. [Exit Captain C. 
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Enter Attnt. 

Aunt. Is not Mr. Poonce's ooDTdnalion very im- 
provin((, nieoe ? 

Niece. Is not Mr. Clerimont a Torj prettj name, aunt P 

ilunt. He has so maoh pradenoe. 

ATtece. He has so mach gallantry. 

Aunt. So sententioQS in his expressions. 

Niece. So polished in bis lanfuago. 

Aunt. All be sajs, is, methinks, so like a sermon. 

Niece. All he speaks savours of romance. 

Aunt. Romance, niece f Mr. Pounce! what saTours 
of romance? 

Niece. No, I mean bis friend, the accomplished Mr. 
Clerimont 

Aunt. Fie, for one of your years to commend a 
yoong fellow! 

Niece. One of my years is mightily governed by 
example! You did not dislike Mr. Pounce. 

Aunt. What, censorious too? 1 6nd there is no trust- 
ing you out of the house ; a moment's fresh air does 
but make yon still the more in love with strangers, and 
despise your own relations. 

Niece. I am certainly by the power of an enchant- 
ment placed among you, but I hope I this morning em-« 
ployed one to seek adventures, and break the charm. 

Aunt, Vapours, Biddy, indeed ! Nothing but vapours 
Cousin Hompbrej shall break the charm. 

Niece. Name him not Call me still Biddy, rather 

than name that brute. [^Exeunt Aunt and Niece. 

Enter Captain Clerimont and Pounce. 

Capt. C. A perfect Quixote in petliooaU! I tell thee, 

Pounce, she jj^verns herself wholly by romance 

It has got into her very blood She starts by rule, 

and blushes by example— —Could I but have prodooed 
one instance of a lady^s complying at 6rst sight, I shonid 
have gained her promise on the spot — How am I bound 
to curse the cold oonstitntiona of the Pbiloclea's and 
Statira's! I am undone for want of precedents. 

Pounce. I am sure I laboured hard to favour joar 
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ooDference; and plied the old woman all the while 
with something that tickled either her ?anitj or her 
covetoosnesit. 

Capt, C. I pitjr the drodgery joa bave^ne through; 
bat what's next to be done towards getting my pretty 
heroine ? 

Pounce. What shonld next be done in the ordinary 
method of thin^^s? You have seen her; the next re- 
gular approach is, that yon cannot subsist a moment, 
without sending forth musical complaints of your mis- 
fortune, by way of serenade. 

Capt. C. I can nick yon there, sir; Til get e?ery 
thing ready as soon as possible. 

Pounce. While you are playing upon the fort. III be 
within, and observe what execution you do, and give 
you intelligence accordingly. 

Capt. C. You must have an eye upon Mr. Humphrey, 
while I feed the vanity of Parthenissa; for 1 am so ex- 
perienced in these matters, that I know none but cox- 
combs think to win a woman by any desert of their 
own — No, it must be done rather by complying with 
some prevailing humour of your mistress, than exerting 
any good quality in yourself. 

Tis not the lover's merit wins the field, 
But to themselves alone the beauteous yield. 

lExeunt, 




SCENE I. A Chamber, 

Enter Mrs. Glerimont, Fainlove, carrying her 
Lap-dog, and Jenny. 

Jenny. Madam» the footman that's recommended to 
70a is below, if yoar ladyship will please to take him. 

Mrs. C. Oh, fie! don't believe 111 think on't; it is 

impossible he should be good for any thinjj^ ^The 

English are so saucy with their liberty— I'll hare all 
my lower servants French; there cannot be a good 
footman born oat of an absolute monarchy. 

Jenny, I am beholden to your ladyship, for belieTing 
so well of the maid'servants in Englancl. 

Airs. C. Indeed, Jenny, I could wish thou wert 
really French : for thou art plain English in spite of 
example — Your arms do but hang on, and yon move 
perfectly npon joints ; not with a swim of the whole 
person — But I am talking to yon, and have not adjusted 
myself to-day : What pretty company a glass is, to 
have anoUier self! [Kusesthe Dog} The oonverse in 
soliloquy ! To have company that never contradicts or 
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dttpleMM jis! Tiie prettj visible echo of oar aeljom! 
rUTtstes the Dog] How easy too it is to* bo-diaeoonm- 
bered with stays, whore a woman has any things like 
shape; if no shape, a good air — But I look best when 
I'm talking. [&'tffei the Laodog in Fainhve's arms, 

Jenny. Yon always look well. 
^ Mr$, C. For I'm always talking, yon mean so : that 
disquiets thv sollen English temper, bat 1 don't really 

look so well when 1 am silent If I do but offinr to 

speak— Then I roaj say that Ob, bleas me, Jenny, I 

am so pale, I am afraid of myself-— ^I have not laid on 

half red enough What a dongh-baked thing I was 

before I improved myaelf, and travelled ibr beaoty 
—However, my face is very prettily designed to-day. 

Fain. Indeed, madam, yoa begin to have so fine an 
hand, that yoo are younger every day than other< 

Mrs. C, The ladies abroad used to call me Mademoi- 
selle Titian, I was so famous for my colouring : but, 
pr'ythee, wench, bring me my black eye-brows out of 
the next room. 

Jenny, Madam, I have 'em in mv hand. 

Foin.^ It woold be happy for all that are to aee yon 
to-day, if yon could change yoor eyes too. 

Jlfrf..C. Gallant enoofth — No, hang it, I'll wear theae 
I have on ; this mode of vitage takes mightily ; I had 
three ladies last week come over to my complexion — I 
think to be a fair woman this fortnight, till I find I am 
aped too much; I believe there are an hundred copies 
of me already. 

Jeimv. Dear madam, won't yoor ladyship please lo . 
let me be of the next countenance you leave oflT? 

Mrs. C. You may, Jenny ; but I amure yoo, it is a 
very pretty piece of ill-nature, for a woman that has 
any genins for beaoty, to observe the aervile imitation 
of her manner, ber motion, her glances, and her smiles. 

Fain, Ay, indeed, madaita, nothing can be so ridi- 
enloQs as to imitate the inimitable. 

Mrs. C. Indeed, as yon say, Fainlore, the French 
mien is no more to be be learned than the langnage, 
withont goiogthither— — Then again, to aee some poor 
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ladiet who have olownUb, peoorioMy BnglUh ha»|Nuid», 
tarn and tortore their old dolhes inlo so manj formfi, 
and dje 'em inloao many colours, to follow m^— What 
saj'st, Jenny? what say'st? not a word? 

Jenny, Why, madam, all that 1 can 9ay 

Mrs. C, Nay, I E>elieye, Jenny, thoo hast nothing 
to say any more than the rest of thy coontry women — 
The splenetics speak just as the weather lets ''em ; tliey 
are mere talking barometers. Abroad the people of 
quality go on so eternally, and still go on, and are gaj 
apd entertaining: in England, discourse is made up of 
nothing but question and answer — I was t'other day at 
a ?i»il, where there was a profound silence, for, 1 be? 
lieve, the third part of a minute. 

Jenny, And your ladyship there? 

Mn, C, They infected me with their dolness. Whq 
can keep up their good humour at an English visit? 
Thev sit as at a funeral, silent in the midst of maaj 
candles; one, perhaps, alarms the room— 'Tis very 
cold weather — tnen all the mutes play their ftns, till 
some other question happens,' and tbei| the fan* go off 
again."r — 

Enter Servcu^, 

Serp. Maidam, captain Gleriroont, and a very strange 
gentleman, are come to wait on yoo« 

Mrs. C, iiCt him and the vqry strange gentleman 
come in. 

Fain. 0h, madani I that's the ooontry gentleman | 
Waa telling yon of. < 

Enter Huisphrey and Captain Glerimont* 

i^atn. Madam, may I do myself the honour to re? 
commend Mr* Gubbip, son and heir to sir Harry 
Gubbin, to yoor ladyship's notice? 

Mrs. C. Mr. Gubbin, I am extremely pleased with 
your suit ; 'tis antique, and originally from Prance. 

Hump, It is always locked up, madam, when I'm in 
the country. My father prizes it mightily. 

Mrs. C. Twould make a very pretty danaog snitin 
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a mask. Ob, ctplain Clerimont! I h*T6 a quarrel 
with joo. 

Enter Servant, 
Serv, Madam, joar ladjsbip'a bosbaod deairei lo 
know whether joo gee oompanj to-daj, or not? 
Mrs, C. Who, jroo clown P 
Strv, Mr. Clerimont, madam. 
Mrs. C. He maj oome in. 

Enter Clerimont, Senior. 

Mrs» C. Yoor verjr hamble serTant. 

Cler, sen. I was going to take the air tbia morniag in 
mj coaeb, and did mjrself the honour, before I went, to 
receire your commanda, finding yon saw oompHiy. 

Mrs. C. At any time, when yon know I do, yon may 
let me see you. Pra^ now did yon aleep last night ? 
If I bad not asked him that question, the? might bave 
tbongfat we lay together, [ilside. Bere Fainiove, look- 
vng through a Perspecttvct bows to Clerinumt, Senior] 
But, captain, I have a quarrel with you ; I have utterly 
forjipot those three coopees, you promised to come 

again and show me. Yoor humble servant, sir. 

But, oh ! [As she is going to be led bn,the Captain] harq 
yon signed that mortgage to pay off my lady Faddle'^ 
winnings at ombre ? 

Cler, sen. Yes, madam. 

ifrs. C. Then alPs well, my honour's safe. [£rt^ 
C^erimotit, sen.} Come, eaptain, lead me this step, for 
I'm apt lo make a false one : you shall show me. 

Capt, C. rU show yon, madam, *tis no matter for a 
fiddle ; V\\ give you 'em the French way, in a teadiinfi| 
tune. Pray, mora quick — O mademoiselle, que fakes 
vous — A moi — There again — Now slide, as it weroi with 

and without measure There you outdid the jppsy 

and yon have f II tiie smiles of the dance to a tittle. 

Hump. If this be French dancing and singing^, I 
fiinoy I coold do it—Haw ! haw ! [Capers astde* 

Mrs, C. 1 protest, Mr. Gubbin, yon have almost %kt 
flfepy wilh9pt aa^ of pm^ cpunlry bashfulnew. Give 
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me jour band — Haw ! haw ! So, so, a littie quicker — 
that's right, haw! 'Captain, yoor brother delivered this 
spark to me, to be diverted here, till he calls for him. 
It^xit Captain Clerinumt. 

Huviip, This catting so hiffh nakes one's money jingle 
confoundedly: I'm resolved I'll never carry above one 
pocket full hereafter. 

Mn, C. You do it very readilv ; yoo amaze me. 

Hump» Are the ^ntlemen of France generally so 
well bred as we are in England P are lhey> madam, ha! 
But, voanff gentleman, when shall I see this sister? 
Imw, haw, haw ! Is not the higher one jamps the better? 

fain. She'll be mightily taken with yon, I'm sore. 
One woold not think 'twas in yoo — yoa're so gay->and 
dance so verv high 

Hump, What should ail roe? Did you think I was 
wind-rgall'd? I can sing too, if I please — bat I won't 
till I see year sister — This is a mighty pretty house. 

Mrs, C. Well, do yoo know that I like this gentle- 
man extremely ? I should be glad to form him— ^But 
were you never in France, Mr. Gubbin ? 

Hump. No ;— but I'm alwavs thus pleasant, if my fa^ 

Iber's not by 1 protest, I'd advise your sister to 

have me— I'm for marrying her at once — why should I 
stand shillvshally like a country bumpkin? 

Fain, Mr. Gubbin, I dare say she'll be as forward as 
yoo ; we'll go in andaee her. {Aj^art. 

Mrs. C. Then he has not yet seen the lady be is in 
lave with. I protest very new and gallant — Mr. Gob- 
bin, she must needs believe yoo a frank person — >-> 
Fainlove, I must see this sister too, I'm resolved she 
yhall like him. 

There needs not time true passion to disoover ; 

The most believing is the most a lover. lExeunt. 

SCENE II. The Park. 
Enter Niscb. 
Niece, Oh Cleriraont! Clerimont! To be strnck at 
first sight! I'm uhamed of my weakness; I find in 
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mjitolf all the symptoms of a raging amohr; I love 
soJitode; IgrowjMue; I sigh freqn^olly ; I call apon 
the name of Glenmont when I doD*t thiok of it. — His 



person is ever in mj eyes, and his voioe in my e 
roethinks I long to lose myself in some pensive grove, 
or to hang over the bead of some warbling foontMn, 
with a lote in my hand, softening the mormors of the 
water. 

\ Enter AvvT, 

ilunt. Biddy, Biddy; Where's Biddy Tipkin? 

JVt^e. Whom do you inquire for? 

Aunt. Gome, come, he's jnst a coming at the park 
door. 

Atece. Who is coming? 

A%int. Your cousin Humpnrey — who should be 
coming? Your lover, your husband that is to bov— > 
Pray, my dear, look well,and be ;civil, for your credit 
and mine too. 

fiiece. If he answers my idea, I shall rally the rustic 
to death. 

Aunt, Hist h6re he is. 

; £nter Humphrey. 

Hump, Aunt, your humble servant— ^Is that 

ha! aunt? 

Aunt. Yes, cousin Humphrey, that's your cousin 
Bridget. Well, I'll leave yon together. 

[Exit Aunt. They sif. 

Hump. Aunt does as she'd be done by, cousin 
Bridget, does not she, cousin? hal What, are you a 
Londoner, and not speak to a gentleman? Look ye, 
cousin, the old folks resolving to marry us, 1 thought 
it would be proper to see how I liked you, as not 
caring to l^uy a pig in a poke — for I love to look 
before I leap. 

Niece. Sir, your person and address bring to my 
mind the whole history of Valentine and. Orson: what 
would they marry me to a wild man? Pray answer me 
a question or two. 
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Hu^, ^*K» ** "■*"! M jov please, ooosin Bri<l|^ 
'Niece, Wlmt wood were joa taken in? How long 
btre joo been caoght? 

Hump. Gaogbt! 

Niece, Where were jour bannU? 

Hump, My baonU! 

Niece^ Are not olotbes very imeasj to yoa ? Is this 
strange dress the first yoo ever woref 

Hump, How! 

Niece, Are yon not a great admirer of roots, and 
raw flesh P^-^Let me Iook upon ;^oar nails^-^DonH 
yoo love black l>erries, baws, and pig*nots, mightily? 

Hump, How! 

Niece. CSanst thoa deny that thou wert suckled by 
a woir? Yon han't been so barbarous, I hope, since 

yoo came amongst men, as to hunt your nurse Have 

you? 

Hump. Hunt my nurse? Ay, 'tis so, she's distracted 
as sure as a gun. — Hark'e, cousin, pray will you let me 
ask you a question or two ? 

Mece, If thou hast yet learn*d the use of language, 
speak, monster. 

Hump, How long have too been thus ? 

Niece. Thus ! what wouidst thou say ? 

Hump. What's the cause of it? Tell me truly now — 
Did ^ou never love anv body before me? 

Niece, Go, %Oy thou'rt a savage. [RUei, 

Hump, They never let you go abroad, I suppose. 

Niece, ThouVt a monster, 1 tell thee. 

Hump. Indeed, cousin, (hough 'tis folly to tell thee 
so— I am afraid thou art a mad woman. 

Niece, I'll have theft into some forest 

Hump, I'll take thee into a dark room* 

Niece, I hate thee. 

Hump. I wish you did— -There's no hate lost, I assure 
you. cousin Bridget. 

Niece. Cousin Brid(|pet, qnoth'a^rd as sooii claim 
kindred with a mountain bear— I detest thee. 

Hump, Yon never do any barm in these fits, I hope>- 
But do you hate me in earnest? 
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JVMce. Dott thda ask it» on^ntle forettei* f 

Hump, Ym, for Vwe a rearaD, look ye. It happens 
rery well if you hale ioe, and in yoor itenses ; for to tell 

yoo traly 1 don*t mach care for yon ; and there is 

another fine woman, as I am inform'd, that is in tome 
hopes of having ne. 

iVtece. This merits my attention. [Aiide. 

Hump, Look ye d've aee-HU 1 said, I |lon't oare for 

yoo 1 would not have you set your heart on me— 

bat if yoo like any body else, let me know it — and IMl 
find out a way for us to gel rid of one another, and 
deceive the old folks that would coaple us. 

l^iece. This wears the face of an amout--^^ — ^There is 
something in that thought which makes thy presence 
less unsupporlable. 

Hump, Nay, nay, now yon're growing fond ; if voa 
come with these maid's tricks, to say vou hate at nrst 
and afterwards like me, — you'll spoil the whole design. 

Niece. Don't fear it When 1 think of consorting 

with thee, may the wild boar defile the cleanly ermine, 
mav the tiger be wedded to the kid ! 

hump. When I of thee, may the poie*oat catlerwaul 
with the civet 1 

Niece, When I harboni- Uie least thought of thee, 
ma? the silver Thames forget its course! 

Hump, When I like thee, may 1 be soused over 
head and ears in a horse>pond ! — But do yoa hate mef 

Enter Aunt. 

^tece. For ever ; and you me ? 

Hump. Most heartily. 

Aunt, Ha ! I like this— They are come to promised 
'^-and protestations. lAtide. 

Hump. I am very glad I have foond a way to please 
yoo. 

Niece. Yoo promise to, be constant* 

Hump, mi death. 

Niece, Thoa best of savages! 

Hump. Thou best of savages! poor Biddy. 
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Aunt Oh the pretty ooaple jokinr on one another. 
Well) bow do jou like joor ooosin Homphre? now ? 

JSliece. Moch better than I tboaght I shonld— He's 
quite another thing than what 1 took him for — We 
nave both the tame paaiions for one another. 

Hump. We wanted only an occasion to open oor 
Iiearts, aont. 

Aunt, Oh, jiow this will rejoice my brother. Mid air 
Harry! we'll go to 'em. 

Hump. No, I noiit fetch a walk with a new aoquainl- 
anoe, Mr. Samuel Poance. 

Aunt, An excellent acquaintance for yoor husband ! ' 
come, niece, come. 

^iece. Farewell, rustic. 

Hump. B'ye, Biddy. 

Aunt. Rustic! Biddy! Ua! ha! pretty creatures. 

[lueunt. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 




SCENE I. The same. 
Enter Captain Clerimont and Pounce. 
Capt» C. Does the expect me, then, at thu Tery 
iostaut? 

Pounce. I tell joo, she ordered me to brings the 

Etinter at this rerj hoar precisely, to draw her iiie<pe. 
ow I know jon are a pretender that way. 

Copt. C. Enottgli, I warranty to personate the cha- 
racter on such an inspiring occasion. 

Pounce. Be sure yon play year part in hnmoor : to 
be a painter for a lady, you're to have the excessive 
flattery of a lover, the ready invention of a poet, and 
the easy gestore of a player. 

Capt. V. Come, come, no more instmctions ; my 
imagination out-runs all yon can say : Be gone, hie 
gone! lExeunt. 

SCENE II. Niece's Lodgings. 
Enter Aumt and Niece. 
AwU. Indeed, nieoe, I am as much oveijoy'd to see 
your wedding day, as if it were my own. 



42 T£Nt»ER HUSBANPi ACT 4. 

Niece, But, whr most it be huddled ap so? 

Aunt, Oh, my dear, a private wedding in niaeb bet- 
ter ; your mother had such a bustle at hers, with feast- 
ing and fooling: besides, they did not go to bed till 
two in the morning. 

Niece* Since ^ou understand things so well, I wonder 
yon never married Tourself* 

Aunt My dear, 1 was very ernel thirty years ago, 
and no bodv ask'd me siuoe. 

Niece. Ala»-a-day! 

Aunt. Yet, I assure yon, there were a great many 
matches proposed to me— >There was sir Gilbert Jolly ; 
but he, forsooth, could not please ; he drank ate, and 
smok'd tobacco, and was no fine gentleman, forsooth 

but, then again, there was Young Mr. Peregrine 

Shapely, who had travell'd, and spoke French, and 
smiled at all I said ; he was a fine gentleman — but then 
he was consumptive : and yet a|j;ain, to see how ontf 
may be mistaken : sir Jolly died in half a vear, and my 
lady Shapely has by that thin slip eight children, that 
should have been mine; but here's the bridegroom. 
•"-^f eousin Humphrey I 

Enter Humphrey. 

Hump. Yonr servant, ladies — So, my dear — 

Niece. So, my savage 

Aunt, O fie, no more of that to your husband, Biddys 

Hump, No matter, I like it as well as duck or love : 
I know -my cousin Iovcm me as well as 1 do her. 

Aunt, rll leave you together ; I must go and get 
ready an entertainment for yon when you come home* 

[EHt, 

Hump. Well, cousin, are you constant? — Do yoo. 
bate me still? 

Niece. As much as ever. 

Hump. What an happiness it is. when people's incli- 
nalionsjump! I wish I knew what to do with you: 
Can ^on get nobody, d'ye think, to marry you? 

Ntece, Ofay Cterimont, Clerimont! where art then ? 

[Aside. 
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Eater AvvT, and Captain Glerimont disguised, 

Auait, This, sir, is the lady, whom joa are to draw 
Y ou see, sir, as good flesh and blood as a man 
wonld desire to pnt in colours — 1 most have her maiden 
piotare. 

Hump. Then the painter most make haste — Ha^ 
coQsin ! 

Niece. Hold ihjr tongne, good savage. 

Cttpt. C. Madam, I'm generally formd to new-monid 
every feature, and mend nature's handy-work; bat 
here she has made so finisb'd an original, (hat 1 despair 
of my copy's coming up to it. 

Aunt. Do yon bear tbat, niece?, 

Niece. I don't desire you to make graces where you 
find none. 

Capt. C. To see the difference of the fair sex ^I 

protest to ]frou, madam, my flincy is utterly exhaosted 
with inventing faces for those that sit to me. The first 
entertunroent I generally meet with, are complaints 
for want of sleep ; they net er look'd so pale in their 
lives, as when they sit for their piotores — ^Then, so 
many touches and retouches, when the face is finish'd — 
That wrinkle ought not to have been, those eyes are 
too languid, the colour's too weak, that side«look hides 
the mole on the left cheek. In short, the whole like- 
ness is struck out: but in you, madam, the highest I 
can come op to will foe but rigid justice. 

Bump. A oomieal dog, tliis! 

Aunt. Truly the gentleman seems to understand his 
business. 

Niece, Sir, if your pencil flatters like your tongue, 
;on are going to draw a picture tbat won't be at all 
ike me. Sore, I have heard that voice somewhere. 

S Aside. 
__^ , ^, r ^ f near 

me, nearer still, madam, here falls the best light — You 
must know, madam, there are three kinds of airs which 
the ladies most detigbt in— There i«your haughty— 
your mild— and yAir pensive air.— The haughty may 
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be expreflft'd with the head a little more eraot than 
ordinary, and the oounteoanee with a certain disdain 
in it, so as she na? appear almost, bat not quite, in- 
exorable : this kind or air is generally heightened with 
a little knitting of the brows — I gave my lady Scorn* 
well her choice of a dozen frowns, before she conid 
find one to lier liking. 

Niece. But what's the mild air. 

CapU C, The mild air is compos'd of a languish, 
and a smile — But if I mi^ht advise, l*d rather be a 
pensive beauty; the pensive usually feeU her pulse, 
leans on one arm, br sils ruminating with a book in 
her hand — which conversation she is^ supposed to 
choose, rather than the endless importunities of lorers. 

Hump. A comical dog 

Aunt. Upon my word he understands his business 
well. I'll tell you, niece^ how your mother was drawn 
—-She had an orange in her hand, and a nosegay in 
her bosom, but a look so pure and fresh-colour'd, youM 
have taken her for one of the seasons. ^ 

C<q>t. C. You seem, indeed, madam, most inclined 

to the pensive ^Tlie pensive delighU also in the fall 

of waters, pastoral figures, or any rural view suitable 
to a fair lady, who, with a delicate spleen, has retired 
from the world, as sick of its flattery and admiration. 

Niece. No— since there is room for fancy in a 
picture, I would be drawn like the amazon Thalestris, 
with a spear in mj hand, and an helmet on a table 
before me, — At a distance behind, let- there be a dwarf, 
holding b^ the bridle a milk-white palfrey. 

Capt. v. Madam, the thought is full of spirit; and, 
if vou please, tliere shall be a cupid stealing away your . 
helmet, to show that love should have a part in all 
gallant actions. 

Niece. That circumstance may be very picturesque. 



Capt. C. Here, madam, shall be your own picture, 
here the palfrey, and here the dwarl^The dwarf must 
be rery little, or we shan't have room for him. 



Niece. A dwarf cannot be too little. 

Cupt. C. I'll make him a blackairibor, to distinguish 
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him from the other too powerfiil dwarf— [5^A4l the 
copid— ril place that beauteoat boy near joo. Hwill 
look very nataral— He'll oertaiolj take joo for bis 
mother venos. 
• Niece, I leave these particolars to yoor own fanejr. 

Capt, 0. Please, madam, to uncoTor yoar neck a 
little ; a little lower still— a little, little lower. 

Niece» I'll he drawn thus, if jroo please, sir. 

Cajift, C, Ladies, have yon heard the news of a late 
marriage between a young lady of a great fortune and 
a younger brother of a j^od nunily f 

Aunt, Prayt sir) how is it ? 

Capf. C. liiis youn^ gentleman, ladies, is a particular 
acquaintance of mine, and much about my age and 

^He i 



stature — Look me full in the face, 
oidentally met the young lady, who had in her all the 
perfections of her sex — Hold op your head, madam, 
that's rightr-She let him know that his person and 
discourse were not altogether disagreeable to her— the 
difficulty was, how to gain a second interview — Your 
eyes full upon mine, madam — For never was there such 
a sigher in all the vallies of Arcadia, as that unfor- 
tunate youth, during the absence of her he loved. 

Aunt. A-laok-a-day — poor young gentleman ! 

Niece. It must be bs^-what a charming amour is 
this! [Atide. 

Capt. C. At length, ladies, he bethought himself of 
an expedient! he dress'd himself JusI as I am now, 
and came to draw her picture — Your eyes full upon 
mine, pray, madam. 

Hump, A subtle dog, I warrant him. 

Capt, C. And by that means found an opportunity 
of carrying her off, and marrying her. 

Aunt. Indeed, your friend was a very vicious yofing 



Niece. Yet perhaps the young lady was not. dis- 
pleased at what he had done. 

Capt. C. But, madam, what were the transports of 
the lover, when she nmde him that confession? 

Niece. I dare saf she thought herself very bapp^, 
when she got out or her guardian's hands. 
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Aunt. Til very trae, nieoe, Ihere are abondAacse of 
thoM haad-fitroBg jooDg baegftges aboofc town. ^ 

Capt* C. The genllsouiD oas often told me, he was 
strangely strock at first sight; bat when she sat to htm 
for her raotare, and assumed all those graoes that are 

E roper lor the occasion, his torment was so exooisite, 
is oooasions so violent, that he eoald not have iiv«d a 
day, bad he not foond means to make the charmer of 
his heart his own. 

Hump. THs oertainly the foolishest thing in the - 
world to stand shillj^shally aboot a woman, when one 
has a mind to marry h^r. 

Capt, C. The yoang painter tarn'd poet on the sub* 
jeot ; 1 believe I have tae words by heart. 
PJiece. A sonnet! praj repeat it. 
Capt. C. When gentle Parthenissa walks. 

And sweetly smiles, and gaily talks, 
A tbonsand shafts aroond her %, 
A thousand swains unheeded die : 
If then she labours to be seen. 
With all her killing air and mien ; 
For so much beauty, so much art. 
What mortal can secure his heart? 

Aunt, Why, this is pretty.^ I think a painter should 
never be without poetry — ^it brightens the featores 
strangely — 1 profess I'm mightily pleased; 1*11 but 
just step in, and give some orders, and be with yon 
presently. [Exit. 

Niece. Was not this adventurous painter called 
Clerimont? 

Capt. C. It was Clerimont, the servant of Par^ 
thenissa ; but let me beseech thi|t beauteous maid tq 
resolve, and make the incident I feign'd to her a real 
one-— consider, madam, you are environ'd by cruel 
and treacherous guards, which would force you to a 
disagreeable marriage ; your case is exactly the same 
with the princess of the Leontines in Clelia. 

f^iece. How can we commit such a solecism against 
all rules! what, in the first leaf of our history to have 
\he marriage ? Ypn know it Munot be.. 
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Ci^t. C. The pleaMotMl part of the historjr will be 
after marriage. 

Niece. No! I oeverjet read ofa knight that eotered 
tilt or tournament after wedlock Tis not to be ex- 
pected When the bonband begins, the hero ends ; 

all that noble imj>uliie to glory* all the generous paation 
for adTentures is consumed in the nuptial torch ; I 
don't know hovf it is, but Mars and Hjmen never 
hit it 

Hump. [Littenkng] Consaroed in the nuptial toroh! 
Mars and Hjmen! What can all this mean? — I am 
▼ery glad I pan hardij read — They coold nerer get 
these foolish fancies into my head— I had always a 
strong brain. [Aii4e'] Hark'e, oonsin, is not this 
painter a comical dog f 

Niece, 1 tliink he's very agreeable company. 

Hump. Why then 1 tell you what— marrj him— A 
painter's a very genteel calling — He's an ingenious 
fellow, and certainly poor; I fancy he'd be glad on't ; 
I'll keep my annt out of the room a minute or Iwo, 
that's all the time yoo have to ooiisider. [Exit, 

Capt. C. Fortune points out to us this only occasion 
of our happiness : love's of celestial origin, and needs 
no long acquaintance to be manifest. Lovers, like 
angels, speak by intoition — ^Their souls ^-e in their 
eyes. 

Niece. Then I fear he sees mine. [Atide] But I can't 
think of abridging our amours, and cutting off all far- 
ther decorations of disguise, serenade, and adventure. 

Capt. C, Nor would I willingly lose the merit of 
long services, midnight sighs, and plaintive solitudes — 
were there pot a necessity. 

Niece. Then to be sei^d by stealth ! 

popt. C. Why, madam, you are a great fortune, and 
fhoofd not be married the common way. Indeed^ 
madam, yon ought to be stolen. 

Niece. But then our history will be so short 

Capt, C. I grant it ; but yon don't consider there'i a 
device in other's leading yon instead of this person 
^t's to have you ^ and. madam^ thon^h our amoura 
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can*! farnish oat a romanoe, they'll make a very prelly 
novel. — Why smiles my &ir? 

^iece, I am almost of opinion, that had Oroondates 
been as pressin^f^ as Clerimont, Gassandra had been but 
a pooket-book : bat h looks so ordinary, to fpo out at 
a aoor to be married.-~Indeed, I oaght to be taken oot 
of a window, and ron away with. 

Enter Humphrey md Pounce. 

Hump. Well, oonsio, the eoaoh is at the door. If 
yon please 1*11 lead yon. 

Ntece. I pat myself into yoor hands, good savage ; 
bnt Ton promise to leave me. 

Hump, I tell yon plainly, yon most not think of 
liaving me. 

Pounce, [To Capt, C] You'll hare opportunity 
enough to carry her off; the old fellow will be busy 
with me— I'll gain all the time I can— hot be bold and 
prosper. 

PJteee. Clerimont, you follow us. 

Capt, C. Upon the wings of love. [Exeunt, 



ACT THE FIFTH. 




SCENE I. A CAam6er. 
Enter Clerimomt, SentoTf and Faxnlove. 

Cler, sen. Then she gave yon this lettert and bid yoa 
read il as a pujper of Tersesf 

Fain. This is the place, the hoar, the lacky minote — 
Now am I rabbinji^ np mj inemorj, lo recollect all joo 
said to me when joa first roin'd me, that I maj attack 
her right. 

Cler, Men, Yoor eloquence would be needless — 'tis 
so onmodish to need persnasion : modesty makes a ladj 
embarrassed— Bat my spouse is above that, as for ex- 
ample, [Keodtn^ her LetterV—Fainlove, — You don't 
teem to want xoit — therefore I need say no more, than 
that distance to a iooman of the world is becoming in no 
man, but a husband : an hour hence come up the back 
stairs to my closet. — Adieu, mon mignon, 

1 am glad yon are ponctnal. riT conceal myself to 

observe yoor interview Ob, torture ! bat this wench 

must not see it. [^Aside, 

D 
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Fmuu Be amn yoa comb tifM eaoiigh to save my 

Ckr. sai. ReHMsber your orderly dirtewee beoomes 
■o an bet ui hnbeMl. 

lent. I mm glad voa are in so good hmnoiir oo the 
OBwiea; bol yoa uow ■« to be bol a bally in lofe, 
Ibat eaa Uaalcr oaly till tbe Oiinato of eangeaMOl— 
Hot 111 top Biy part, aod fona aiy eoodact by aiy own 
■eatiinBla — ^If she grows ooy. III grow aore flney — 
TWas so I was woa aiyaelt 

Clor.sai. Well, oiy dear riral— year aasigaalion 
draws oigb— yoa are to pot oa mr traosport, your 
ioipatieal tbrobbiag beart wont let yoa wait ber ar- 
rival—let tbe dair feauly-tbiaf and bosband, wbo 
reekoM bis ■oombIs by bis eares, be coatept to wait ; 
iMt yoa are a galbuit, and sse asor e tioie by ecstisim. 

letM. 1 bear ber oowBg— to year post — good bas- 
band, koow year datr, aiM doB*t be in tbe way wben 
year wifc bai a auna to*be in prirato— to yoor post, 
mtotbeooal-bole. ^ r- » 

Euter Mns. GLxniMONT. 

Walooae aiy dear, aiy lender ebaroMr Ob! to my 

longing arms— feel tbe beart pant, t^t ftlls and rises 



as yon sndle or Grown — Oh, tbe ecstatie MooMat ! 1 

think that was soniBlhing like what has been Baid to 
■•* [Ande. 

Mrs. C. Vary well— Fkinlovo— I prolesi I valiie ay- 
self for my diaoeming— 1 knew yon bad fire tbrongb 
all tbe resBBCt yon showed ae. — ^Bot bow cbbm yon to 
onke no dnreot adranoes, yonng gmillBBiin ? — ^wbj wns 
I IbroBd to adwonisb yonr galbntrj. 

fUn. Why,nMMlaai,IknBwyonawoflMnorbnBd- 
ing> andabovetbesansBlBssnioetiesoran English wife. 
Tbe Fk«neh way is, yon are to go so fer, whetbar tfaey 




»unt a 

» servant 

approaches, be has the iftpudeooo of 
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SCBNB J. ^^^„„ Of „ 

making a r^)qa^»^ »«' ""^ " 

~?Vr^: Ri«bt-. woman'. "S-J-Jr^N^"^ 



Mr*. C. 5«»?;J-*j; o*^ndXrcnoe. Kow^ 

sion in a ^^-J^^'^^^^t allow him the lea^t Cr^ 
Mr. Clerimonl ; I <«ii t ano ^^ ^^^^ ^^ 

bat the anfashionable tooi s 

cwinot hide it >" P« Ihave often woiider«.<31 ^ 

iSfor ,00 .to «»-•• i°i-„r«i5. I m-» "•■"•* ^; 
any w»j» in compeuuoi. •«*, 

woald wear. ■ , ,i,__ i find we are—. — ^^ 

Pain. Oh! •»»«••" '/^Siimort l«" r^^ 

n»» of thai "••ar^tor . ^^peot h„ .tt^*^ 
riSmnforMnnioineni*— » ^^*- 

foTboors of dalhanco. ^ I wron^^ • 

rbi:.Tnira"fJ S":o«cko.a ,«t*^^ 

• hen yoo allow o« filUs^, ^ 

jiViin- Since, J^f "Li^mploy 'em. 1^^^ ^ 

I »eii» to •■*y» "^ 



be 

Oli 
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Fmn, [Kiuing] No — they are all soflnets— their 
delioioQS sweetness is ioeicpressible.— Here lang^oage 
fails— lei me applaud tbjr lips not bj the otteranoe bat 
bjr the touch of mine. 

Enter Glerimont, Senior, drawing hi$ Sword. 

Cler. ten. Ha, villain! ravisber! invader of mj bed 
and honour! draw. 

Jlf rs. C. What means this insolence, this, intrasion 
into m J privacj ? What, do yon come into my very 
closet without knocking? Who put this into your 
head? 

Cler, sen. My injuries have alarm'd me, and I'll 
bear no longer, but sacrifice your bravado, the author 
of 'em. 

Mrt. C, O poor Mr. Fainlove — Musi he die for hli 
complaisance, and innocent freedoms with me? How 
could you, if you might ? Oh! the sweet youth! What, 
fight Mr. Fainlove ? What will the ladies say ? 

fVitn. Let me come at the intruder on ladies' private 
hours— the unfashionable monster— I'll prevent aH 
future interruption from him — let me come. 

[Drawtitf his Sword. 

Mrs. C. O the brave pretty creature ! Look at bis 
youth and innocence — He is not made for such rough 
encounters — Slaiid behind me — Poor Fainlove ! — ^There 
is not a visit in town, sir, where yon shall not be dia* 
Alayed at full lenj^lb for this intrusion — I banish yoa 
tor ever from my sight and bed. 

Cler, sen. I obey you, madam, for distance is be- 
coming in no man but an husband. ^Giving her th€ 
Letter, which she reads, and falls into a Swoon] I've 
gone too far. [Kissing her} The impertinent was 
gnilty of nothing bnt what my indiscretion led her to- — 
This is the first kiss I've liad these six weeks^bnt she 
awakes.^— Well, Jennv, yon lopp'd your part, iadeed ! 
Come to my arms thou ready willing fair one^tfiou 
hast no vanities, no iiiceties; but art thankful for 
every instance of love that I bestow on Ihee. 

^Embracing her. 
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Mrt. C. WUt, UD I tbeo abuied P Ii it a weooh 
tlMo of bis P Ob me ! Was ever poor abused wife, poor 
iunoceot ladj tbos injared I 

I Huns and teites Fainhve*t Sword, 

Cler* sen, Ob Ibe bra?e prettj oreatare! — Hart Mr. 
Fainlove ! Look at bis joulb, bis ionooeoce— Ha ! ba I 

[Interponng. 

Fain, Have a care, batre a care, dear sir — I kaow 
mjself sboMI have no niercj. ' 

Mrt, C. ni be the death of her—let me come on. — 
Stand from between as, Mr. Clerimont, I woold not 
hort joa. [^Pushing and crymg. 

Cut, ten. Run, ran, Jetmj, [hMt Jenny, Lookt at 
Mri,C, uf>braidingt^ b^ere ht speaks^ Well, madam, are 
these the innocent freedoms jou olaim'd of me ? Have I 
deserved thisP How has there been a moment of joora 
ever interrupted with the real pangs I safltBrP The 
dail^ importonities. of creditors, who become so bj 
servin|( joar profuse vanities : did I ever murmur at 
supplying any of your diversions, while 1 believed 'em 
(as you caird 'em) harmless? roust, then, those eyes, 
that used to glad my heart with their familiar bright- 
ness, hang down with goilt? Guilt has transform'd thy 
whole person ; nay the verj memory of it — Ply from 
my grpwing passion. 

mrt. C» I cannot fly, nor bear it — Oh ! look not. 

Cler„ ten. What can yon sayP speak ooicklj. 

[Qjfering to draw. 

Mrt, C. I never saw yon moved before— Don't mur- 
der me, impenitent; I'm wholly in your power as a 
criminal, but remember I have been so in a' tender 
regard. 

Cler, ten. But how have yon consider'd that regard ? 

Mrt, C Is't possible you can forgive wi|it yoo en- 
snared me into r— Oh! look at me kindly — You know 
I have only err'd in mj intention, nor saw mv danger, 
till, by this honest art, too had shown me what 'tis to 
rentore to the utmost Umit of what U lawful. You 
laid that train, I'm sore, to alarm, not to betray, mj 



54 TENDER HUSBAND. ACT 5. 

innoMnoe — Mr, Glerimont soornt «ach baMoess! 
tiierefore I kneel— I weep, I am convinced. 

[Kneels, Cler. sen, takes her up embracmg her. 

Cler, sen. Then kneel, and weep no more— mj fairest 
— mj reconciled ! — Be so in a moment ; for know I 
cannot, wilbout wrinjcinjj^ my own heart, give jon Ihe 
least ooropunclion — Be in bumoor — It shall be your 
own fault, if ever there's a serious word more on this 
subiect. 

Mrs. C. I mast correct every idea that rises in my 
mind, and learn every gesture of my body anew — I 
detest the thing I was. 

Cler, sen. No, no, you mast not do so— oar joy and 
grief, honour and reproach, are the same ; you most 
slide out of your foppery, by degrees, so that it may 
appear your own act. 

Mrs.C. But this wench! 

Cler. sen. She is already out of your way— You 
shall see the catastrophe of her fate yourself— But still 
keep ap the fine lady till we go out of town — You may 
retam to it with as decent airs as you please. [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

A B4Hm, A Table, Chairs, Pen, Ink, and Paper, 
Enter Pounce, tcttfc Pampers, 

Pounce. *T'n a delight to gall these old rascals, and 
set 'em at variance about stakes, which I know neither 
of 'em will ever have poMession of. 

£n(«r TiPKiN, and Sir Harrt. 

Tip, Do Tou design, sir Harry, that tbev shall have 
an estate im their own hands, and keep house them- 
selves, poor things P 

Sir H, No, no, sir, I know better; they shall go 
down into the countrv, and live with me; not touch a 
iarthing of money, but having all things necessary 
provided, Ihey sludl go tame about the house, and 
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Tip, Well, sir Harrj, then considering Ihat all 
liunian things are subjoot lo change, it behoves ererj 
man that bitf a jast sense of morUuitjr, to take care of 
his money. 

SirU, I don't know what jon mean, brother — 
What do yon drive at, brother f 

Tip. Tlub instrument is execnled br Ton, yonr son, 
and my nieoe, which discharges me of all retrospects. 

Sir ff. It is confessM, brother ; bat what then? 

Tip, All that remains is, that yon pav me for the 
young lady's twelve years board, as also all other ^ 
charges, as wearing apparel, &c. 

Sir H. What is this you say ? did I give you my 
discharge from all retrospects, as you call it, and after 
all do you come with this and t'other, and all thatf I 
find yon are, 1 tell you, sir, to your face, I find yon 

Tip, I find, too, what yon are, sir Harry. 

Sir if. What am 1, sir ? what am I f 

Tip. Whjr, sir, you are angry. 

iSir H, Sir^ I scorn your words, I am not angrv — 
Mr. Pounce is my witness, I am as gentle as a lamb — 
Would it not make anqr flesh alive angry, to see a close 
htfnks eome after all with a demand of 

Tip, Mr. Pounce, pray inform sir Harry in this 
point. 

Pounce. Indeed, sir Harry* I no*^ ^11 joo plainlv, 
that Mr. Tipkin, in this, demands nothing but what he 
may recover — For though this case may be consider'd 
muUifariam ; that is to say, as 'tis usaalljr, commonly, 
vicotun. or vulgarly express'd — ^Yet, I say, when we 
only observe, uat the power is settled as the law 
requires, oiicniu patris, by the consent of the father — 
That circumstance imports you are well acquainted 
with the advantage which accrue to your family, bv 
thisaUiaaee, which corroborates Mr.Tkpkin's demancf, 
and av«ids «11 objections that oan be made. 

Skr H, Why then, I find you are hia adviser in all this. 
• . Pmmee, Look je, sir Harry, to. show yon I love to 
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promote among mjr clients • good andenlandiag ; 
tboagli Mr. Tipkio may claim ioar thooaaod pooods, 
rU engage for aim, and I know Jiim so well, tliai he 
shall lake three tfaoasand nine hundred and ninetj-eigbt 
pounds, four shillings, and eighl-penoe farthing. 

Tip. Indeed, Mr. Pounce, yon are too hard upon me. 

Pounce. Yon mnst consider a little, sir Harry is 
your brother. 

Sir H. Three thousand nine hundred and ninety- 
eight pounds, four shillings, and eight-pence fiurtbiog ! 
for what, I say ? for what, sir? 

Pounce. For what, sir ! for what she wanted, sir ; a 
fipe lady is always in want, sir ; her Tery clothes would 
come to that money in half the time. 

Sir H, Three thousand nine hundred and ninety- 
eight pounds, four shillings, and eight-penoe fitrthing 
for clothes ! pray how many suits does she wear out iii 
a year? 

Pounce. Oh dear, sir, a 6ne lady's clothes are not old 
by being worn, but by being seen. 

Sir H. Well, 1*11 save her clothes for the future, 
after I have got her into the country ; t'll warrant Iter 
she shall not appear more in this wicked town, where 

clothes are worn out by sight And as to what yeu 

demand, I tell you, sir, 'tis extortion. 

7tp. Sir Harry, do you accuse me of extortion? 

Sir H. Yes, I say, extortion. 

Tip, Mr. Pounce, write down that— There are Ter j 
good laws provided against scandal and calumny ; loss 
of reputation may tend to loss of money. 

Pounce. Item, for haying accused Mr. Tipkin of 
extortion. 

Sir H, Nay, if you come to your iteps, look ye, 
Mr. Tipkin, this is an inyentorr of such goods as were 
left to my niece Bridget by her deceased father, and 



which I expect shall be forthcoming at her marriago 
to my son. Imprimis, A golden locket of her mother's, 
with something Tery ingenious in Latin on the inside 
of it. Item, A oon^e of muskets, with two shoulder* 
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belts ftod baDdeliers. Item, A large silver eaodle-oup, 
ifilh a Irue story enmren on il. 

Pounce, Bot, sirHftrrj 

5ir H, Item, A base viol, with alarast all the sldoga 
to it, and onlj a snail hole on the back. 

Pounce. But nevertheless, sir 

Sir U, This is the fornitare of my brother's bed- 
ohamber that follows — A suit ef tapestry hangings, with 
the story of Jodith and Holofemes, torn only where 
the head shoold have been off. An old Mdstead 
coriousljr wrought aboat the posts, consisling of two 
load of timber. A hone, a bason, three razors, and a 
comb-case — Look ye, sir, you see I can item it. 

Pounce. Alas ! sir Harrv, if yoa had ten quire of 
items, 'tis all answered in the word retrospect. 

Sir H, Whv then, Mr. Pounce and Mr. Tipkin, yoo 
are both rascals. 

Tip. Do yoQ call me rascal, sir Harry ? 

Sir H. Yes, sir. 

Tip, Write it down, Mr. Poanoe, at the end of (he 
leaf. 

Sir H. If yoo have room, Mr. Pounce, put down 
villain, son of a whore, curmudgeon, hunks, and 
soonndrel. 

Tip* Not so fast, sir Harry, he cannot write so fast; 
yoo are at the word villain — Son of a whore, 1 lake it, 

was next Yon may make the account as large as 

yoo please, sir Harry. 

Sir H. Gome, come, I won't be used tbos Hark 

ye, sirrah, draw ! What do yoo do at this end of the 
town without a sword i Draw, I say. 

Tip, Sir Harry, yoa are a military man, a colonel of 
the militia. 

Sir U. I am so, sirrah, and will run snoh an extortinjg 
dog as you through the gets, to show the militia is 
osafnl. 

Pounce. Oh dear, oh dear ! how am I concerned to 

see persons of your figure thas moved ^The wedding 

is coming in— -—Weil settle these things afterwards. 
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Tip, I am oalm. 

Sir H, Tiplrio, live thete two hoars— but expect 

Enter Huhphr£T leading NiBCE,Mvts. Glerimont 

Ud by Fainloyb, Captain Glbrimont, and Glb- 

RiMONTy Senior, ' 

Pmnce, Who are these? Hey-day, who are these, 
sir Harry? ha! 

Sir H. Some frolic, 'tis weddiojf-day do matter. 

Hump. Haw, haw! father— master oode, oome, yoa 
mast slir your stomps, yoa most danoe— Gome, old 
lads, kiss the ladies ^ . . 

Jtfrs. C. Mr. Tipkin, sir Harry, I beg pardon for an 
introdootion so mal-a-propos ; I know sodden fami- 
liarity is not the Bnglish way Alas, Mr. Gabinn, 

this iather and ancle of yoors most be new modelled ; 
how they stare, both of them ! 

Sir U, Harkye, Namps, who is this yon have brought 
hither? is it not the famous fine lady Mrs. Glerimont? 
What a pox did yoo let her come near yoor wife? 

Hump, Look ye, don't expose yourself, and play 
some mad country prank to diSKraoe me before her ; I 
shall be laughed at, because she knows I understand 
better. 

Mrs. C. I congratulate, madam, your coming out of 
the bondage of a virgin state; a woman can't do what 
she will properly till she's married. 

Sir H. Did you hear what she said to your wife? , 

Enter Aunt, b^are a Service of Dishet, 

Aunt, So, Mr. Bridegroom, pray Uke that napkin, 
and serve your spouse to-day, according to custom. 
Hump, Mrs. Glerimont, pray know my aonL 
Mrt, C, Madam, I most beg your pardon ; I can't 
possibly like all that vast load of meat that yoa are 
sending in to table ; besides, 'tis so offensively sweet, 
it want» that haut^piot we are so delighted with in 
France. 
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' Aunt, Yoall pArdon it, since we did not expect you. 
Who is this? [Aiide. 

Mrs. C. Oh, madsm, I only speak for the ratare ; 

little saooers are so moch more polite Look ^e, Vm 

|>erfectly for the French waj ; whene'er I'm admitted, I 
take the whole open me. ^ 

Sir H. The French, madam I'd have yon to 

know-^ — 

Mrs, C. YoQ'U not like it at first, oat of a natural 
English sollenness ; hot that will come opon yon bj 
decrees. When I first went into Prance, I was mor-r 
tally afraid of a frog, but in a little time I could eat 
nothing else, except sal lads. 

Aunt, Eat frogs! have I kissed one that has eat 
frogs.' paw! paw! 

Mrs. C. Oby madam ! a frog and a sallad are deli* 
cions fare. 

Hump. Nowj father, uncle, before we go any further, 
I think ^s necessary we know who and who's toge- 
ther; then I ^ive either ,of you two hours to guess 

which is my wife And 'tis not my cousin so far 

ril tell YOU. 

Sir H. How! what do you sayp But oh! ^on mean 
she is not your cousin now ; she's nearer a-kin ; that^s 
well enoBgh : Well said, Nomps, ha, ha, ha ! 

Hump. No, I don't mean so, I tell you, I don't mean 
so-^Mj wife hides her face under her bat. 

^AU looking at Fainlcve. 

Tip, What does the poppy mean? his wife under 
a bat! 
* Hump, Ay, ay, that's she, that's she ; a good jest, 
^faitb. 

Sir H. Harkye, Nnmps, what dost mean, child? Is 
that a woman, and are you really married to her? 

Hump. I am sure of both. 

Sir n. Are yon so, sirrali ? then, sirrah, this is yonr 
weddiogrdinner, sirrah ; do yon see, sirrah, here's 
roast meat? [Shakes his Cane at Hunmhrev. 

Hump. Olr, oh! what, beat a married man! bold 
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him. Mr. Clerimoot, brother Pouooe, Mr. Wife; no- 
bodjr stand bj ft jrodog mftrried man ! ^ 

[Huns heMnd Famlove. 

Sir H. Did not the dog say, brother Poance? what, 
is this Mrs. Ragoat, this madam Clerimontf Who the 
devil are joa all, bat especially who the devil are yoa 
too? 

[Beatt Humphrey and FainUme off the Stage ; 
Sir Harry followt.^ 

Tip. [Atide] Master Pounce, all my nieoe's fortune 
will be demanded now, for I suppose, that red coat has 
her. Don't tou think that you and I had better break ? 

Pounce. You may as soon as you plea8e,1>ut 'tis mj 
interest to be honest a little longer. 

2Hp. Well, Biddy, since you would not accept of 
your cousin, I hope you han't disposed of yourself 
elsewhere. 

Niece. If you'll for a little while suspend yoor cu- 
riosity, you shall have the whole history of my amour 
to this my nuptial day, under the title of the lovea of 
Glerimont and Parthenissa. 

Tip. Then, madam, your portion is in safe hands. 

Capt, C. Come, come, ola gentleman, 'tis in vain to 
contend; here's honest Mr. Pounce shall be my en- 

fineer, and I warrant you, we beat you out of all yoor 
olds. 

Aunt. What, then, is Mr. Pounce a rogue ? he must 
have some trick, brother; it cannot be; ne must have 
cheated t'other side, for I'm sure he's honest. 

[Apart to Tipkhu 
Cler. sen. Mr. Pounce, all your sister has won, of 
this lady, she has honestly put into my bands, and I'll 
return it her at this lady's particular request. 

ITo Pounce. 
Pounce. And the thousand pounds you pronlised in 
your brother's behalf, I'm willing should be hers also. 

Re-enter Fainloye, Humphbby, and Sib Habby. 
Sir H, Well, since yon say you are worth something. 
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and the boy has set his heart upon yoo, Til hare p«- 

tieDoe till I see farther. 

Pounce. Gomey come, sir Harry, yon shall find my 

allianoe more considerable than yon imagine; the 

Pounces are a family that will always hare money, if 

there's any in the world. 

You've seen th' extremes of the domestic life» 
A son too moch confined — too free a wife ; 
By generous bonds yon either should restrain^ 
And only on their inclinations gain ; 
Wives to obey must love, children revere, 
While only slaves are governed by tlieir fear. 

[fireunf. 



EPILOGUE. 

Britons, who consUnk war, with faolioas nge, '^ 
For liberl^ ag^iost Moh other wage, > 

From foreig^o iosolt save this English ttag^. j 

No more.th' Italian MioalUDg tribe admit. 
In tongaes unknown; 'tit popery in wiL 
Tbs songs (theiraelves Oonfess), from Rome the^ bring. 
And 'tis high-mass, for aught you know, they sing. 
Husbands, take care, the dan^per may come nigher. 
The women say their eunuch is a friar. 

But is it not a serious ill to see 
Europe*s great arbiters so mean can be ; 
Passive, with an affected joy to sit. 
Suspend their native taste of manlj wit; 
Neglect their comic humoor, tragic rage, 
For known defects of natnre, and of age : 
Arise from slwmejve conquering Britons, rise ; 
Such nnadorn'd efleminacy despise ; 
Admire, (if yon will dote on foreign wit) 
Not what Italians sing, but Romans writ. 
So shall less work, sucn as to-niEht*s slight filay, 
At Tonr command with juslioe die away ; 
Tilfthen forgive your writers, that can't bear '^ 

Yon should such rery Tramontanes appear, > 

The nations, which contemn tou, to revere. > 

Let Annt^s soil be known for all its charms ; 
As fiun'd for liberal sciences, as arms : 
Let those derision meet, who would advance 
Manners or speech, from Italy or France, 
Let them learn vou, who would your favour find, 
And Enolisu oe the language rf mankind. 
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A TRIP TO SCARBOROUGH, 

First acted in 1777, is an alteration from Sir 
John Vanbnigh's play of the Relapse; or, Vir- 
tue IN Danger, performed in 1697, as a sequel 
to Gibber's comedy of Love's last Shift ; or, 
The Fool in Fashion. 

The Trip to Scarborough, although an 
amusing comedy, has stood much less on its own 
merits than those of the several celebrated ac- 
tresses who have successively performed the 
part of Miu Hoyden^ and from Mrs. Abington 
to Mrs. Jordan the lady has been the chief attrac- 
tion of the play. 



PROLOGUE. 

SPOKEN BY MR. KING. 

What varioas traDsformalions we remark, 
From east Whiteohapel, to Ihe weal H jde-park ! 
Men, women, cbildreo, booses, signs, and fashions. 
Stale, stage, trade, taste, the hauiours, and the passions ; 
Th' Exchange, 'Changendlej, wheresoe'er joaVe rang- 
ing, 
Goort, city, country, all are changed or changing : 
The streets, sometime ago, were par'd with stones. 
Which, aided by a hackney-coach, half broke your bones. 
The purest lovers then indulg'd no bliss; 
They run great hazard, if they stole a kiss. 
One chaste salute — the damsel cried — OJie! *} 

As they approach'd — slap went the ooacn awry— > 
Poor Sylvia got a bump, and Damon a black eye. j 

But now weak nerves in hackney-coaches roam, 
And thecramm'd glutton snores, nnjolted, home; 
Of former times, that polish'd thing, a bean. 
Is metamorphosed now^ from top to toe ; 
Then the full flaxen wis:, spread o'er the shoulders^ 
ConceaPd the shallow head from the beholders f 
But now the whole's revers'd — each fop appears, 
Gropp'd, and trimm'd up, exposing head and ears: 
The buckle then its moaest limits knew, "^ 

Now, like the ocean, dreadful to the view, > 

Hath broke its bounds, and swallows up the shoe; j 
The wearers foot, like his once fine estate. 
Is almost lost, th' encumbrance is so great. 
Ladies mav smile — are they not in the plot? 
The bouttcls of nature have not they forgot? 
Were they designed to be, when put together. 
Made up, like shuttle-cocks, of cork and feather P 
Their pale-iao'd grand-mammas appear'd with grace, 
When dawning blushes rose upon the face ; ' 
Now blushes now their once-lov'd station seek ; 
The foe is in possession of tlie check ! 



PROLOGUE. 

No heads, of old, too hin^fa in feather'd stale, 
Hinder'd Ibe fair to pass \h.e lowest gale; 
A charoh to enter now, tbej most be tient, 
If ever they shonld try tli* experiment 

As change thus oiroalates tbronghont the nation, 
Some plajs may justly oall for alteration ; 
At least to draw some slender oov'ring o'er 
TUntgraceleu wit* which was too bare before: 
Those writers well and wiselv «se their pens. 
Who turn our wantons into Ma^alens ; 
And howsoever wicked wits revile 'em. 
We hope to find in yoa their stage asylum. 

• And Fan wants grace, who never wanted wit. POPE. 
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From east Whiteohapel, to the wesi Hjde-park ! 
Meo, women, childreo, booses, signs, and rashions. 
Stale, stage, trade, taste, the hamours, and the passions ; 
Th' Exchange, 'Changendlej, wheresoever joaVe rang- 

Goort, city, coontry, all are cbang'd or changing : 
The streets, sometime ago, were pav*d with stones, 
Wbich,aided by a hackney-ooacb, half broke jonr bones. 
The purest lovers then indulg'd no bliss; 
They run great hazard, if tliev stole a kiss. 
One chaste^ salute — the damsel cried — OJie! "^ 

As thev approached — slap went the coach awry— > 
Poor Sylvia got a bump, and Damon a black eye. j 

But now weak nerves in hackney-coaches roam, 
And thecramm'd glutton snores, onjolted, home; 
Of former times, uat polish'd thing, a bean. 
Is metamorphosed now^ from top to toe ; 
Then the full flaxen wig, spread o'er the shoulders^ 
Conoeal'd the shallow head from the beholders f 
But now the whole's revers'd — each fop appears, 
Cropped, and trimm'd up, exposing head and ears: 
The buckle then its moaest limits xnew, "^ 

Now, like the ocean, dreadful to the view, > 

Hath broke its bounds, and swallows up the shoe; j 
The wearers foot, like his once fine estate. 
Is almost lost, th' encumbrance is so great 
Ladies mav smile — are they not in the plot? 
The boottcls of nature have not they forgot? 
Were they designed to be, when put together. 
Made up, like shuttle-cocks, of cork and feather? 
Their pale-&o'd grand-mammas appear'd with grace, 
When dawning blushes rose upon the face ; ' 
Now blushes now their once-lov'd slatioo seek ; 
The foe is in possession of the cheek ! 
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No heads, of old, too high io feathered state, 
Hinder'd the fair to pass ^he lowest gale ; 
A charch to enter now, thej mast be bent, 
If ever they should try th' experiment. 

As change thus circnlates throughout the nation. 
Some plays may justly call for alteration ; 
At least to draw some slender oovVing o'er 
That graceles* wtt* which was loo bare before: 
Those writers well and wiselv use their pens. 
Who turn our wantons into Ma^alens ; 
And howsoever wicked wits revile 'em. 
We hope to find io yoa their stage asyloin. 

* And Fan wants grace, who never wanted wit. FOPS. 
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La Varote Mr. Burton. 

Tailor Mr. Parker. 

Mendlegs Mr. Norrto. 
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ACT THE FIRST, 




8CBNB I. The Hall of an Inn. 

Enter Young Fashion and Lory, Postillion following 
with a Portmanteau. 

young F. Lory, pay the post-boj, and take the 
portmanteau. 

Lory. Faith, sir, we had better let the post-boy take 
the portinantean and pay himself. 

Young F. Why sure there's something left in it. 

Lory. Not a rag, npon my honour, sir — we eat the 
last of yoar wardrobe at Newmalton>-and if we had 
had twenty miles further to go, oor next meal mast 
have been of the cloak-bag. 

Young F. Why, 'sdeath, it appears fall. 

Lory. Yes, sir— -I made bold to stuff it with hay, to 
aave appearances, and look like baggage. 

Young F. What the devil shall 1 doP^harkee, boy, 
what's ue chaise.^ 

Post. Thirteen shillings, please your honour. 

Young F. Can you give me change for a guinea? 

Po9t. O yes, sir. 
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Lory, So}i, what will be do now? — Lord, sir, 700 
had better let the boy be paid below. 

YwngF, Why, as jou saj, Lory, I beHeve it will 
be as well. 

Lory, Yes, yes; I'll tell them to discharge you 
below, honest friend. 

Post. Please yonr faonoar, there are the taropikes 
too. 

Ymmg F. Ay, ay, the taropikes b^ all means. 

Pott. And 1 hope yonr honour will order me some- 
thing for myself. 

Your^g F. To be sure ; bid them give you a crown. 

Lory. Yes, yes — my master doesn't care what yon 
charge them— -so get along yo n 

Post. And there's the hostler, yonr honoar. 

Lory. Pshaw ! damn the hostler — ^woold yon impose 
upon toe gentleman's generositjr. — { Pushes him out] — 
A rascal, to be so curst ready with his change! 

Young F. Wh^, faith, Lory, he had nearly pos'd me. 

Lory, Well, sir, we are arrived at Scarborough, not 
worth a guinea! I hope vou'll own yourself a happy 
man — ^you have outliv'd all your cares. 

Young F, How so, sir? 

Lory. Whv you hare nothing left to take care of. 

Young F. Yes, sirrah, I have myself and you to take 
care of still. 

Lory. Sir, if you could prevail with somebody else 
to do that for yon, I fancy we mieht both fare the 
better for it. But now, sir, for my lord Foppiogton, 
yonr elder brother. 

Young F. Damn my eldest brother. 

Lory. With all my heart; but get him to redeem 
your annuity, however. Look you, sir, yon must 
wheedle him, or you must starve. 

Young F, Look you, sir, I will neither wheedle him 
nor starve. 

Lory. Why what will you do, then? 

YouTi^ F. Cut his throat, or get some one to do it 
for me. 

Lory. 'Gad so, sir, I'm glad to find I was not so well 
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Aoqaainted with the strength of joor eonMsienee as with 
tJie weakness uf yoar parse. 

Young F. Why, art thou so impenetrable a block- 
head as to believe he'll help me with a farthing P 

Lory. Not if joa treat him <|e haut en bas, as yon 
used to do. 

Young F. Why, how wonldst liare me troat him ? 

Lory. Like a trout — ^tickle liim. 

Young F. I can't flatter. 

Lory. Can joa starve? 

yotitt^F. Yes. 
, Lory, I can't — good-by i*je, sir. 

Young F. Stay— thon'lt distract rae. Butwhooomes 
bere-Hny old friend, colonel Townly. 

Enter Colonel Townlt. 
My dear colonel, I am rejoiced to meet yon here. 

Col, T, Dear Tom, thU is an nnexpected pleasore-* 
what, are yon come to Scarborough to be present at 
your brother's wedding^ 

Lory. Ah, sir, if it had been his funeral, we should 
have come with pleasure. 

Col. T. What, honest Lory, are yon with your ibaster 

LoTv. Yesy sir, I have been starving with him ever 
since 1 saw your honour last 

YouMf F» WInr, Lory is an altaoh'd rogoe— tliere's 
no getting rid of him. 

Lory. True, sir, as my master says, there's no sedu- 
cing me from his service, till he's able to pay me my 
wages. [Aside, 

Young F. Go, go, sir — and lake care of the baggage. 

Lory. Yes, sir— the baggage! — O Lord! I suppose, 
sir, I must cluurge the landlord to be very particular 
where he stows uis ? 

Young F. Get along, yon rascal. [Exit Lory, toith 
the Portnumteau^ But, colonel, are yon acquainted 
with my proposed sister-in-law ? 

Col. r. Only by character— her father, sir Tunbelly 
Clumsy, lives within a quarter of a mile of thii place. 
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in ft lonely old houM, which nobody conies near. Sfae 
ne^er goes abroad, nor sees company at hone ; to pre- 
vent all misfortunes, she has her breeding within doors ; 
the imrson of the parish teaches her to play upon the 
dulcimer, the clerk to sing, her narse to dress, and her 
fiither to dance ; — ^in short, nobody has free admission 
there bnt our old acquaintance, mother Coupler, who 
has procured your brother this taatoh, and is, I believe, 
a distant relation of sir Ton belly's. 

yotttif F, But is her fortune so considerable? 

Col. T. Three thousand a year, and a good sum of 
money, independent of her father, beside. 

Young F. 'Sdealbf that my old acquaintance, dame 
Coupler, could not have thought of me, as well as my 
brotner, for such a prize. 

Col. T. 'E||^, I wouldn't swear that you are too late 
— ^his lordship, I know, hasn't yet seen the lady — and, 
I believe, has quarrelled with his patroness. 

Toung F* My dear colonel, what an idea have yon 
sUrted ! 

CoL T. Pursue it if yon can, and I promise you you 
shall have my assistance ; for besides my natural con- 
tempt for his lordship, I have at present the enmity of 
a rival towards him. 

Youns F. What, has he been addressing your old 
flame, the widow Berinthiaf 

CoL T. Faith, Tom, I am at present most whimsically 
circumstanced. I came here a month ago to meet the 
lady you mention; but she failing in her promise, I, 



partly from pique and partly from idleness, have been 
diverting my chagrin by offering up incense f 
beauties of Amanda, our friend L^vetess's wife. 



Young F. 1 never have seen her, but have beard her 
spoken of as a youthf«l wonder of beauty and pru- 
dence. 

CoL r. She is so indeed ; and Loveless lieing too 
careless and insensible Of the treasure he possesses — 
my lodging in the same house has g[iven me a thousand 
opportunities of making my assiduities acceptable : so 
tmit in leas than a fortnight, I began to bear my disap- 
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poiDtmeiit from the widow with the most Christian 
rerii^oatioD. ^ 

young F. And Berinthia has never appeared? 

CoL T. Oh, there's the perplexity; for just as I be- 
can not to oare whether J ever saw her agun or not« 
last night she arrived. 

Young F. And instantly reassomed her empire? 

Col. T. No, laitb— we met — ^bat the lady not condor 
scending to give me any serious reasons for having 
fooPd me for a month; I left her in a huff. 

Yawns F. Well, well, I'll answer for it she'll soon 
resorae her power, especially as friendship will prevent 
Tonr pursuing the other too far — but my^ coxcomb of a 
brother is an admirer of Amanda's too, is he.' 

Vol. T. Ves, and I believe is most heartily despised 
by her — but come with me, and you shall see her and 
your old friend Loveless. 

Your^ F. r must pay my respects to his lordship— i- 
perhaps yon can direct me to his lodgings? 

Col. 1. Come with me ; I shall pass by it. 

Youns F, I wish you could pay this visit for me, or 
could tell me what I should say to him. 

CoL T. Say nothing to him — apply yourself to his 
bag, his sword, his feather, his snuff-box ; aud when 
you are well with them,' desire him to lend you a thou- 
sand pounds, aud I'll engage you prosper. 

Yonng F, 'Sdeath and furies ! wny was that coxcomb 
thrust into the world before me? O fortune, fortune, 
tboo art a jilt, by Gad. {^Exeunt. 

SGENB II. A Dressing-^oom, 

Enter Lord Foppington, in his f^^htgown, and La 
Varole. 

Lord F. Well, 'tis an unspeakable pleasure to be a 
man of quality — strike me dumb — even the boors of 
this northern spa have learn'd the respect due to a title. 
[Jwdei La Varole! 

La Var, Mi lor 
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Lord F. Yon han't ret been at ModdjnBoat-lialt, to 
announce my arrival, nave you? 

La Var. Not yet, mi lor. 

Lord F. Then you need not go till Satonlay, [Exit 
La Varole] as 1 am in no parlicniar baste. to view my 
intended sposa — 1 sliall sacrifice a day or two more tq 
the pursuit of my friend Loveless's wife-~Amanda is a 
cliarming^ creature — strike me ug^ly ; and if J have any 
disciernment in the world, she thinks no iess of ny lord 
Pdppington. 

Re-enter La Varqle. 

La Var» Mi lor, de shoemaker, de tailor, de boaier, 
de. sempstress, de pern, be all ready, if yoor lordship 
please to dress. 

Lord F. Tis well ; admit them. 

La Var* Hey, me&sienrs, entree. 

Enter Tailor^ Shoemaker, j^. 
Lord F. So, gentlemen, 1 hope you have all taken 

pains to show yourselves masters in your professions ? 
Tai. I think I may presume to say, sir- 
La Var. My lor, you clown yon ! 
Tai. My lord, 1 ask Tour lordshiu's pardon, my lord. 

I hope, my lord, yoor lordship will be pleased to own 

I have brought your lordship as accomplished a soit of 

clothes as ever |)eer of England wore, my lord — ^will 

yoor lordship please to view *em now ? 

Lord F. Ay ; but let my people disiMse the glasses 

to that I may see myself before and behind ; for 1 love 

to see myself all round. 

Whiltt he puts on his Clothes, enter Young Fashion 

and Lory. 
Young F. He v-day ! What the devil have we here ? 
—Sure my gentleman's grown a favourite at court, he 
has got so many people at his levee. [Aftart, 

Lorfj, Sir, lliese people come in order to make him a 
favourite at oourt^they are to establish- him with the 
ladies. lApart, 
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Young F. Good betven ! to what an ebb of taste are 
women fallen, that it shoold be in the power of a laced 
coat to recommend a gallant to them! lAwtrt, 

Lory. Sir, tailors and liair^lresgers debaaoh all the 
women. [ilpott* 

Young F. Thoa Mj'at troe.— Bot now for my recep- 
tion, [ilport. 

Lord F. Death, and eternal tortures! Sir — ^1 say the 
ooat is too wide here bj a toot 

Tai. Mj lord, if it had been tighter, 'twould neither 
havo hookM nor botton'd. 

LordF. Rat the hooks and battens, sir! Can an^ 
thing be worse than this? — As Gad shall jedge me. It 
bangs on my shoulders like a chairman's surtoiit. 

Tai. Tis not for me to dispute jonr lordship's fancy. 

Lory. There, sir, observe what respect does. [Apart. 

Young F. Respect! — D — n him for a coxcoral>---bat 
let's accost him. lApart] Brother, I'm your humble 
■errant. 

Lord F. O Liard, Tam, 1 did not expect you in Eng- 
land — Brother, I'm glad to see you — but what has 

brought you to Scarborough, Tam!* Look you, sir, 

[To the tailor] 1 shall never be reconciled to this nao- 
teotts wrapping gown, therefore pray get me another 
suit with all possible expedition; for 'this is m? eternal 
aversion. [£rit TaUor] Well but, Tam, you don't tell 
me what has driven you to Scarborough.— ^ Mrs. Ca- 
lico, are not you of ray mind.' 

Semp* Directly, my lord. — ^I hope your lordship is 
pleased with your ruffles ? 

LordF, In love with them, stab my vitals! — Bring 
my bill, yon shall be paid to-morrOw. 

Semp. 1 humbly thank- your lordship. [Exit, 

Lord F. Hark thee, shoemaker, these shoes an't ugly, 
but they don't fit me. 

Shoe. My lord, 1 think they fit you very well. 

Lord F. They hurt me ^'ost below the instep. 

Shoe. [Feels hit Foot] No, my lord, they don't hurl 
yob tbere. 

Lord F. I tell thee they pioob me execrably. 
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Shoe* Whj theo, my lord, if thoM sboes pinoJi yoa, 
I»n be d-n'd. 

Lord F. Why, wiit thoo undertake to persoade me I 
oannotfeel? 

Shoe, Voar lordship may please to feel what y<m 
think fit, but that shoe does not hart yon-i-I think I 
anderstand my trade. 

Lord F. Now, by all that's good and powerfnl, thoa 
art an inoomprehensive coxcomb — bat thou makett 
good shoes, and so Til bear with thee. 

Shoe. My lord, I haye work'd for half the people of 
quality in this town these twenty years, and 'Us yer^ 
hard 1 shooldn't know when a shoe hurts, and when it 
don't 

Lord F, Well, pr'ythee be gone about thy business. 
[Exit Shoemakerl Mr. Mendlegs, a word with yoo. — 
The calyes of these stockings are thioken'd a little too 
much ; they make my 1^ look like a porter's. 

Mend, My lord, methinks they look mighty well. 

Lord F. Ay, but you are not so good a jud^ of those 
things as 1 am — ^I have studied them ail my kfe— 'there* 
fore pray let the next be the thickness of a crown-piece 
less. 

Mend, Indeed, my lord, they are the same kind I 
had the honour to furnish your lordship with in town. 

Lord F, Very possibly, Afr. Mendlegs; but that wa«i 
in the beginning of the winter, and you should always 
remember, Mr. Hosier, that if you make a nobleman's 
spring lega as robust as his autumnal calves, you com- 
mit a manstrous impropriety, and make no allowance 
for the fatigues of the winter. [FsUb Hosier, 

Jewel, I nopCj my lord, those buckles have had the 
unspeakable satu&otion of being bonoored with your 
lordship's approbation ? 

LordF, Why, they are of a pretty fimoy ; but don't 
you think them rather of the smallest? 

Jewel My lord, they could not well be laiger, to 
keep on your lordship's shoe. 

Lord t\ My good sir, you forget that these mattflra 
are not as they iMed to be : formerly, indeed, the buckle 
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was a sort of mAchine, intended to keep on the ifaoe; 
but tlie case is now quite reversed, and the shoe is of 
no earthly use, bdt to keep on tlie buckle. — Now gire 
me mj watches, and the business of the morning will 
be pretty well over. lExit Jeweller. 

Young F. Well, Lory, what dost think on't? — a very 
friendly reception from a brother, aiUr three years al>- 
seoce ! [A'aart. 

JLory. Why, sir, 'tis your own fault — here you naire 
stood ever since you came in, and have not eommended 
any one thing that belongs to him. [Apart, 

loungF. Nor ever shall, while they belong to a 
coxeomb. [Apart] Now your peo(>le of business are 

gone, brother, 1 hope 1 may obtain a quarter of aa 
olir*s aodienoe of you. 

Lord F, Faith, Tarn, I most beg you'll excnse me at 
this time, for 1 have an engagement which I would not 
break for the salvation of mankind. Hey ! — there ! — 
is my carriage at the door? — You'll excuse me, brother. 

[Going. 

Young F, Sliall yon be back to dinner? 

hordF, As Gad shall jedge me, I can't tell ; for it is 
passible I may dine with some friends at Donner's. 

Young F. Shall I meet you there? for I must needs 
talk with you. 

Lord F. That I'm afraid mayn't be quite so praper; 
for those 1 oomraonly eat with are a people of nice 
conversation ; and you know, Tarn, your education has 
been a little at large — but there are other ordinaries in 
town— *Tery good beef ordinaries — I suppose, Tam^ 
you can eat beef .^ — However, dear Tarn, I'm glad to 
see thee in England, slap my vitals! [Eint, 

Young F. ffell and furies! Is this to be borne? 

Lory. Faith, sir, 1 could almost have given him a 
knock o'tlie pate myself. 

Young F, Tis enough ; I will now show you the 
exoess of my passion, by being very calm. — Come, 
Lory, lay your loggerhead to mine, and, in cold blood, 
let us contrive his destruction. 

Lory, Here ooumb a head, sir, wouM contrive it bet* 
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ter than bolh oor loggerheads, if tlio would but joia 
in the confederacy. 

Youtij^ F, By this light, madam Coupler ; she seems 
dissatisfied at something : let ns observe her. 

Enter Mks. Coupler. 

Afri. C.Soh! I am likely to be well rewarded for my 
services truly ; my suspicions, I find, were but too iasL 
— What ! refuse to advance me a petty sum, wlien 1 am 
upon the point of making him master of a galleon! 
But let him look to the consequences, an ungrateful, 
narrow-minded coxcomb. 

Young F, So he is, upon my sool, old lady ; it must 
be my brollier you speak of. 

Mrs.C. Ha! — stripling, how came you here? What, 
hast spent all, eh? And art thou come to dun his lord- 
ship for assistance? 

Youf^ F. No, 1 want somebody's assistanoe to ent 
his lordship's throat, without the risk of being hang'd 
for him. 

Mrs. C. 'Egad, sirnh> I eould help thee to do him 
almost as good a turn, without, the danger of being 
born'd in tbe hand for't. 

Young F. How — ^how, old Mischief? 

Mrs, Ui Why, you must know 1 have done you the 
kindness to make up a match for your brother. 

Young F. I'ui very much beholden to yon, truly! 

Mrs. U. Yuu ma^ before the wedding-day yet : the 
lad^ is a great heiress, the match is oonclnded, the 
writings are drawn, and hb lordship is come hither to 
. pnt the finishing hand to the business. 

Young F. 1 understand as much. 

Mrs. C. Now you mnstknow, stripling, your brother's 
a knave. 

Young F. Good. 

Mrs. C. He has given me a bond of a thousand pounds 
for helping him to this fortune, and has promised me 
as mnc^ more, in ready monev, upon the day of the 
marriage; which, I nnderstand by a friend, be never 
designs to pay me ; and hia just now refusing to pay 
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me a part, is a proof of it. If therefore joo will be 
a generous jroang rogue, and secure me five thousand 
pounds, I'll help you to the lady. 

Yovmg F. And bow the devil wilt thoo do that? 

Mrs. C. Without the deviPs aid, I warrant thee. Thy 
brotlier*s face not one of the family ever saw ; the whole 
business has been managed by me, and all his letters go 
through my hands. Sir Tunbelly Clumsv, my relation 
— for that's the old gentleman's name— ^s apprised of 
bis lordship's being down here, and expects him to- 
morrow to receive his daughter's hand ; hut the peer, 
1 find, means to baib here a few days longer, to recover 
the fatigue of his journey, I suppose. Now you shall 
go to Muddymoat-Iiall in his place. — I'll give yon a letter 
of introduction:, and if you don't marry the girl befora 
sun-set, you deserve to be hang'd bofure morning. 

Voung F, Agreed, agreed ; and for thy reward— 

Mrs. C. Well, well ; — though I warrant thou hast not 
a fiu'lhing of money in thy pocket now— «o— one- may 
lee it in tliy face. 

young F. Not a sense, by Jupiter. 

Mrs. C. Most 1 advance then? Well, be at my lodg- 
ings, next door, this evening, and I'll see what may be 
done — we'll sign and seal, and when I have given thee 
gone further ioslructions, thou shalt hoist sail and be 
gone. [£rtt.# 

yiming F. So, liory, fortone, thoo seest, at last takes 
oare of merit: we are in a fair way to be great people. 

Lory, Ay, sir, if the devil don't step between the cup 
and the lip, as he used to do. 

Young F, Why, faith, he has ptay'd me many a 
damn'd trick to spoil my fortune; and, 'egad, I am 
almost afraid he's at work about it again now ; but if 
1 should tell thee how, thoo'dst wonder at me. 

Lory, Indeed, sir, I should not. 

Young F, How dost know? 

Lory, Because, sir, I have wondered at yon so often, 
I can wonder at you no more. 

Young F, No [-—What wouldst thou say, if a qualm 
of oonscieuoe ihoald spoil my design? 
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Lnry, I woold eat inj words, and wonder more than 
ever, 

young F. Why faitb, Lorj, though I have play'd 
manj a rogaish trick, this is so fulUgrowti a cheat, I 
find I mast take pains to come ap to't 1 have scru- 
ples. 

Lory. They are strong symptoms of death. If yon 
find they increase, sir, pray make yoar will. 

Youfig F. No, ray conscience shan't starve me nei- 
ther ; but thus far Til listen to it Before I execnte 
this project, I'll try ray brother to the bottom. If he 
has yet so much humanity about him as to assist me — 
though with a moderate aid— I'll drop my project at 
his feet, and show him how I can do for him moon more 
than what I'd ask he'd do for me. This one oondosire 
trial of him I resolve to make. — 

Succeed or &il, still vicfry is my lot ; 

If I subdue his heart, 'tis well — if not, 

I will subdue my conscience lo my plot. lExeunt, 



ACT THE SECOND. 




SCENE I. 
Enter Loveless and Amanda. 

Love. How do you like these lod^uM, my dear? 
For my part, I am so pleas'd with them, I shall hardly 
remove whilst we stav here, if you are satisfied. 

Aman. I am satisfied with every thinnf that pleases 
yon, ebe I had not come to Scarborouf^h at all. 

Love. O! a little of the noise and folly of this place 
will sweeten the pleasures of our retreat; we shall find 
the charms of our retirement doubled when we return 
to it. 

Anum. That pleasing prospect will be my chiefest 
entertainment, whilst, much against my will, I engage 
in those empty pleasures which 'tis so much the fasnion 
to be fond of. 

Love. I own most of them are, indeed, but empty ; 
yet there are delights of which a private life is desti- 
tute, wbioh may divert an honest man, and be a hu-m- 
less enterUdnment to a virtuous woman : good music is 
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one ; and trnly (with sorae small allowaooe) the plays, 
I think, may lie esteeined another. 

Aman. Piayii, I roust confess, have some small charms. 
What do you think of that vou saw last night? 

Love, 'to say truth, I did not mind it much — ^mj 
attention was for some time taken off to admire the 
workmanship of nature, in the face of a youn^ ladj 
who sat some distaooe from me, she was so exquiutely 
handsome. 

Aman. So exquisitely handsome! 

Love. Why do you repeat my words, my dear? 

Aman. Because yon seemM to speak them with suoh 
pleasure, 1 tboug;ht 1 might oblige you with their 
echo. 

Love. Then you are alarmed, Amanda? 

Aman. it is my duty to be so when you are in dan- 

Love, You are too quick in appreliendin;; for me. I 
yiew'd her with a world of admiration, but not one 
glance of love. 

^ Aman. Take heed of trusting to such nice distinc- 
tions. ^ But were your eyes the only things that were 
inquisitive ? Had 1 been in your place, my tongne, I 
fancy, had been cnriops tcK). 1 should have askM her 
where she liv'd — ^yet still without design — who was ihe, 
pray? 
- Love, Indeed [ cannot tell. 

Aman. Von will not lell. 

Love. Upon my honour then, I did not ask. 

Aman, Nor do you know what company was with 
her? 

Love. I' do not. But why are yon so earnest? 

Aman. I thought 1 had cause. 

Love, But you thought wrong, Amanda; for torn 
tlie case, and lot it be vour story : should you come 
home and tell me you had seen a handsome man, should 
I grow jealous because you had eyes? 

Aman. But should I tell you he was exquisitely so, 
and that 1 had gazed on him with admiration^ thoald 
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joo not tbink 'twere powible 1 might go oae flep for- 
ifaer, AQd inquire bis name ? 

Love, Slie has reaiion pn her side ; I have talk'd too 
moob; but 1 must turn off another way. [Aside] Will 

iron then make jio difference, Amanda, between the 
anguage of oar sex and jours? There is a modesty 
restrains jour tongues, which makes jon speak bj 
halves when joo commend ; but roving flalterv gives a 
loose to ours, which makes as still speak double what 
we think. 

Enter a Servant. 

Sen. Madam, tliere is a ladj at the door in a chair 
desires to know whether jour lad jsbip sees companj? 
her name is Berinthia. 

Aman. Oh dear! 'tis a relation I have not seen these 
i!v« jears* praj her to walk in. [Exit Servant] Here's 
another beautj for joo ; she was, when 1 saw her last, 
reckoned extremelj handsome. 

Love, Don't be jealoos now ; for I shall gaze apoQ 
her too. 

fnter Berintbia. 
Ha! bj heavens, the very woman! [Atidt. 

Ber. [&i/M(es Amanda] Dear Amanda, I did not ex- 
pect to meet jou in Scarborough. 

Aman* Sweet coosiu, I'm overjoyed to see yon. 

Mr. Loveless, here's a relation and a friend ol mine, I 
desire jou'U he better ac<|uainled with. 

Love. [Salutes Berinthta] If my wife never desires a 
harder thing, madam, her request will be easily granted. 

Re-enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, my lord Foppington presents his humble 
service to you, and desires to know bow you do. He's 
at the next door ; snd if it be not inconvenient to yoo, 
he'll come and wait upon you. 

Lote. Give my compliments to his lordship, and I 
shall be glad to see him. I Exit Servant] If you are not 
acquainted with his lordship, madam^ you will be en- 
lertained. with hia oharaclter. 
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Aman, Now it moves mj pity more than my mirth 
to see a man, whom natare has made no fool, be so 
▼ery indastrioas to pass for an ass. 

Lave, No» there yoa are wrong) Amanda ; yon should 
never beslow your pity apon these who take pains for 
yoor contempt : pity those whom nature abuses, never 
those who ^buse natare. 

Eater Lobd Foppinoton. 

Lord F, Dear Loveless, 1 am your most humble ser- 
vant 

Love. My lord, I'm ypors. 

Lord F, Madam, yoor Isd^ship's very obedient slave. 

Love. My lord, this lady is a relation of my wife's. 

Lord F. [Salutes Aer] The beantifuilest raee of peo- 
ple npoii earth, rat me. Dear Loveless, i am over- 
joyed that yon think of eontinninjp here. I am, stap 

my vilalfl. For Gad's sake, madam, how has yoor 

ladyship been able to subsist thus long, under the fatigue 
of a country life? [To Amanda. 

Aman, ^ly life has been very far from that, my lord, 
it has been a very quiet one. 

Lord F, Why that's the fatigue I speak of, madam ; 
for 'tis impossible to be quiet, without thinking: now 
thinking is to me the greatest fatigue in the woHtf. 

Aman. Does not your lordship love reading then ? 

Lord F. Oh, passionately, madam; but I newer 
think of what 1 read. For example, madam, my life 
is a perpetual stream of pleasure, that glides throurh 
with such a variety of eutertainments, I believe the 
wiiest of our ancestors never bad the least concep- 
tion of any of 'em. 1 rise, madam, when in tawn, 
about twelve o'clock. I don't rise sooner, because it 
is the worst thing in the world for the complexion : 
nat that I pretend to be a bean ; but a man must endea- 
vour to look decent, lest be makes so odious a figure in 
the side-bax, the ladies should be compelled to lum 
their eyes upon the play. So at twelve o'clock, I saj, 
1 rise. Naw, if 1 find it k a good day, I resalve to 
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Uke the ezerciM of riding ; so driok my ohooolate, and 
draw on my boots, by two. On my return, I dress; 
and after dinner, lonnge perhaps to the opera. 

Ber. Your lordship^ I suppose, is fond of music ^ 

Lord F. Oh, passionately, on Tuesdays and Satur- 
days; for then there is always the best company^ and 
one is not expected to undergo the fatigoe of listen- 
ing. 

Aman, Does >oor lordship think that the case at the 
opera? 

Lord F, Most certainly, madam. There is my lady 
Tattle, my lady Prate, my lady Titter, my lady Sneer, 
my lady Giggle, and my lady Grin — these have boxes 
in tbe front, and while any favourite air is singin^^, are 
the prettiest oompanT in the waorld, stap my vitals ! 
Mayn't we hope for the honour to see you added to our 
society, madam ? 
. Aman, Atas, my lord, I am the worst company in 
the world at a concert, Fm so apt to attend to the 
music. 

Lord F. Why, madam, that is very pardonable in the 
country or at church, but a monstrous inattention in a 
polite assembly. But I am afraid I tire the company P 

Love. Not at all. Pray ^o on. 

LordF, Why then, ladies, there. only remains to 
add, that I generally conclude the evening at one or 
other of the clubs ; nat that 1 ever play d«ep; indeed I 
have been for some lime tied up from losing above five 
thousand paunds at a sitting. 

Love. 'But isn't your lordship sometimes obliged to 
attend the weighty affairs of the nation P 

Lord F. Sir, as to weighty affairs, I leave them to 
weighty heads ; I never intend mine shall be a burden 
to my body. 

Ber, Nay, my lord, but you are a pillar of the 
stote. 

LordF. An ornamental pillar, madam; for sooner 
than undergo any part of tne fatigue, rat me, but the 
whole building should fall plump to the ground. 
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Aman. Bat, my lord, a 6oe gentleiOAii spends a jjreat 
deal or his time in bis intrigues; yon have giyen as no 
account of Ihem yet. 

Lard F, Soli ! She woaUl inqoire into my amoar»-^ 
that's jealousy, poor seal!-:'! see she's in love with me. 
[Aside] O Lord, madam, I had like to have forgot a 

secret 1 must needs tell your ladyship. Ned, yoo 

must not be so jealous now as to listen. 

Love. Not i, my lord, I am too fashionable a husband 
to pry into the secrets of my wife. 

Lord F. [Squenm^ Amanda'* Hand] I am in love 
with you to desperation, strike ine speechless I [Apart, 
, Aman. [Strike* him on the Ear] Then thus i return 
your passion, an impudent fool ! 

Lord F» Gad's curse, madam, I am a peer of the 
realm. 

Love. Hey ! what the devil, do you affront my wife, 
sir? Nay then (Draws. Tkofjight, 

Aman. What has my folly done? — Help! murder 1 
help! Part them, for heaven's sake. 

Lord F, [FaU* back and lean* on kis Sword] Ah ! 
quite through the body, stap my vitals! 

Enter Servants, 
Love. [Runs td Lord Fappinirtou] I hope I han't 
' killed the fool, however. — Bear him up— Call a surgeon 
there. 
Lord F. Ay, pray make haste. 
Love. This mnohief you may thaAk yourself for. 
Lard F. 1 may so ; love's the devil indeed, Ned. 

Enter Probe and Servant, 

Serv, Here's Mr. Probe, sir» was just going by the 
door. 

Lord F. He's the weloomest man alive. 

Probe, Stand by, stand by, stand by ; pray, (jfentle- 
men, stand by. Lord have mercy upon os, did yon 
never see a man run through the body before? — ^Praj 
stand by. 
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Ijwd F. Ab, Mr. Probe, I'm a dead man. 

Prohe. A dead mao, and I by ! 1 shoold laagfa to see 
tbat, 'egad. 

Love. Pr'jrtbee, don't stand prating, bat look upon 
hia wound. 

Probe. Why, what if I won't look upon his wound 
this boor, sir i 

Love. WhY then he'H bleed to death, sir. 

Probe. Why then 1*11 fetch hiin to life again, sir. 

Lone. 'Slife! he's run through the body, 1 tell thee. 

Prohe, \ wish he was run through the heart, and I 
should get the more credit by bis cure. Now I hope 
yoo are satisfied .' Come, now let roe come at him — 
now let me eoraeat him [Kteunn^ his Wound]— Oontl 
what a gash is here! Why, sir, a man may drive a 
coach and six liorses into yoor body. 

IjwdF. Oh! 

Probe. Why, what the devil have yon ran the gen- 

• tieman through with a scythe ? A little scratch 

l>etween tbe Kin and the ribs, tliat's all. ^Aside* 

Love. Let me see his wound. 

Probe, Then you shall dress it, sir; for if any body 
looks upon it 1 wont 

Love. Why thou art the Teriest coxcomb I ever saw. 

Pn^, Sir, I am not master of my trade for nothing. 

Lord F. Surgeon ! 

Probe. Sir. 
. Lord £. Are there any hopes P 

Pro6e. Hopes! I can't tell. What are yoa willing 
to tare for a cure? 

Lord F. Five hundred pannds witli pleasure. 

Probe, Why then perlups there may be hopes; but 
we most avoid a fartner delay— Here, help the gentle- 
man into a chair, and carry him to my house presently 

that's the projperest place — to bubble him out of 

bis money. — [iuia«]^<Ck>me, a chair — a chair quickly 
—there, in with him. [^'^.y put him into a Chair. 

Lord F. Dear Loveless, adieu : if I die, I forgive 
thee; and, if 1 live, I hope thou wilt do as muon by 
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me. I am sorry jon and I should qoarrel, bot 1 hope 
here's an end on't; for if jon are satisfied, I am. 

Love. I shall hardly think it worth my prosecatin|C 
any farther, so yon may be at rest, sir. 

Lord F, Thoo art a generous fellow, strike me dumb 
—bat thoa hast an impertinent wife, stap nty yitals! — 

Probe, So—earry him oJBT— -carry him off— we shall 
haire him prate himself into a fever by-and-by — carry 
him off. lEant, with Lord Foppington. 

Enter Colonel Townly. 

Cd, T. So, so, I am glad to find yoo all alive— 1 met 
« wounded peer carrying off. For heaven's sake what 
was the matter? 

Love. O, a trifle — ^he would have made love to my 
wife before my face, so she obliged him with a box 
o'the ear, and I run him through the body, that was 
all. 



Col T. Bagatelle on all sides. But pray, 
how ion^ has this noble lord been an humble servant 
of yoursr 

Aman. This is the first I have heard on't — so I sup* 
pose 'tis his quality more than his love has brought 
mm into this adventure. He thinks his title an authen- 
tio passport to every woman's heart below the degree 
of a peeress. 

Col T. He's coxcomb enough to think any thin^; 
but I would not have you brought into trouble for him 
— ^I hope there's no dancer of his life? 

Love. None at all— he's (alien into the hands of e 
roguish surgeon, who, I perceive, designs io firighteii - 
« little money out of him — ^but I saw ms wonniP— 'tin 
nothio]r— he may go to the ball to*night if he pleases. 

CoL r. I am glad you have oorreoted him without 
further mischief, or you might have deprived me of the 
pleasure of executing a plot against his lordship, which 
1 have been contriving with an old acquaintance of 
yours. 
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Lcve. Explaiii 

Col, T. His brother, Turn FashioD, is oome down here, 
sod we hare it in contemplation to sare him the troable 
of his intended wedding; bat we want yeor awistaace. 
Tom would have called, bat he is preparing^ for his 
eaterprize, so I promised to brings you to him — so, sir* 
if these ladies can spare yoa-^ 

Love. I'll go with joa with all mj heart [Andti]!—' 
though I ooold wish, methinks, to stay and i;aie a little 
longer on that oreatnre— Good gods! how engaging 
she is — bot what have 1 to do with beantj? I hare 
already had my portion, and anst not ooyet more. 

Aman. Mr. Loveless, pray one word with yon before 
jon go. lExit Colonel Townly. 

Lwe. Wliat would my dear? 

Aman. Only a woman's foolish qaestion, how doyoa 
like my coasin here? 

Love. Jealous already, Amanda? 

Aman. Not at all — I ask yon for another rensen. 

Love. Whate'er her reason be, 1 must not tell her 
true. [Aside] — Why, 1 confess she's handsome: bvt 
yon most not think 1 slight your kinswoman, if I own 
to. you, of all the women who may claim that ofaaraeter, 
•he is the last that would triumpn in my heart. 

Aman. Vm satisfied. 

Love. Now tell me why yon ask'd? 

Aman. At night I will — adieu. 

Love. I'm yours. [Kissing her, Eatit. 

Aman. I'm ^ladto find he does not like her, for 1 
baye a great mind to persuade her to oome and liye with 
me. [Aside. 

Ber, So ! I find m^ colonel continues in his airs ; 
there must be something more at the bottom of- this 
than the proyocation he pretends from me. [Aside. 

Aman. For heaven's sake, fierinthia, tell me what 
way I shall take to peraaade you to come and live with 
me? 

Ber. Why one way in the world there i»— and but 
one. 

Aman, And pray what is that? 
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Ber. It it to assare me — ^I shall be rerj weloome. 

Aman, If that be all, jou shall e'en sleep here to> 
night. 

Ber. To-night! 

Aman. Yes, to-night. 

Ber, Why the people where I lodge will think me 
mad. 

Amah. Let 'em think what th^j please. 

JBer. Say you so, Amanda^— Why then they sbalt 
think what they pleasoT-^for Tm a young widow, and I 
care not what any body thinks.— -Ah, Amanda, It's a 
delicious thing to be a young widow* 

Aman, You'll hardly make me think so. 

Ber, Poh ! because you are in love with your bas- 
band. 

Aman, Pray» 'Us with a world of innocence I wonld 
inqnire whether you think those we call women of 
reputation, do really escape all other men as they do 
those shadows of beius? 

Ber, Oh no, Amanda; there are a sort of mQn make 
dreadful work -amongst 'em — men that may be called 
the beau's antipathy — for they agree in nothing but 
walking upon two legs. These have brains — ^the beao 
has none. These are in love with their mistress — the 
beau with himself. They take care of their repu- 
tation, the beau is industrious to destroy it. They are 
decent — he's a fop; in short, they are men — he^i au 

Aman, If this be their character, I fancy we had 
here, e'en now, a |)attern of 'em both. 

Ber. His lordship and colonel Townly ? 

Aman, The same. 

Ber, As for the lord, he is eminently so ; and for th« 
other, 1 can assure you there's not a man in town who 
has a better interest with the women, that are worth 
Jiaving an interest with. 

Aman, He answers the opinion I had ever of him-* 
[Take$ her Hand] — ^I must acquaint yon with a secret 
—'tis not that fool alone has talked to me of love, 
Townly has been tampering too. 
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Ber. So, so! here tbe mygterj oomM oat! [Aride] 
Colonel Townlj! — ^impoRsible, mj dear I 

Aman. Ti§ Iroe, indeed ; thoa'gh he has done it in 
Tain; nor do I think that all the merit of mankind 
combined, oonid shake the tender love I bear m? hos- 
jband ; yet I will own to yon, Berinthia, I did not start 
lit his addresses, as when they came from one whom I 
contemned. 

Ber, O this is better and better— [iUt<2e]— Well 
said, innocence ! and yon really think, my dear, that 
nothing could abate year constancy and attaohnient to 
yonr husband P 

Aman. Nothing, I am oonrinced. 

Ber, What if you found he lor'd another woman 
better? 

Aman. Well! 

Ber. Well!— why were I that things they call a 
slighted wife, somebody should run tlie risk of being 
that thing they call— a husband.— Don't I talk madly ( 

Aman. Madly indeed! 

Ber. Yet l*m very innocent 

Aman» That I dare swear yon are. I know how to 
make allowances for your humour — ^bot yon resolte 
then nerer to marry again ? 

Ber. Oh no ! — I resolve I will. 

Aman. How so f 

Ber. That 1 never may. 

Aman. You banter me. 

Ber. Indeed I don't— but I consider Fm a woman, 
and form mv resolutions accordingly. 

Aman. Well, my opinion is, form what resolotion 
yon will, matrimonv will be the end on'L 

Ber. I doubt it— not a Heavens! I have business 

at home, and am half an hour too late. 

Aman. As yon are to return with me, 111 just give 
some orders, and walk with you. 

Ber. Well, make haste, and we'll finish this subject 
as we go. — [Exit Amanda! — Ah, poor Amanda, vou 
have led a country life. Well, this discovery is lucky I 
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fiftse Townly ! — ftt onoe falae to me andtreacheroDS to 
his friend ! and my iimooeiit and demure cousin too I 
I liave it in m^ pover to be reyenged on her however. 
Her hnnband, if I have any ekili in eountenanoe, would 
be as happy in my anules, as Townly can hope to be in 
liert. rll make the experinieat, come what will on't. 
The woman who can forfpTe the beings robb*d of a 
fiiToared lover, mnst be eiUier an idiot or a wanton. 

\Esk. 



ACT THE THIRD. 







SCENE I. 

Enter Lord Foppington and La Vabole. 

Lord F. Hey, fellow, let my vit-a-vit come to the 
door. 

La Var. Will yoar lordship venture to soon to 
exDoee yonraelf to the weather r 

Lord F, Sir, I will venture as soon as I can to expose 
myself to the ladies. 

La Var. I wish your lordship would please to keep 
house a litUe longer; I'm afraid your honour does not 
well consider your wound. 

JiordJ^. Mv wound! — I would not be in eclipse > 
another day, though I had as many wounds in my body 
as 1 have liad in my heart. So mind, Yarole, let these 
cards be left as direct^ ; for this evening 1 shall wait 
on my father-in-law, sir Tunbelly, and I mean to com- 
mence my devoirs to the lady, by giving an entertain- 
ment at her father's expense; and hark thee, tell Mr. 
Loveless I request be and his company will honour 
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ine wHh their presence, or I shall Ihink we are not 
friends. 

La Var, I will be sore, mi lor. [£«tV. 

Enter Young Fashion. 

Young F. Brother, your servant; how do yon find 
yoorself to-day ? 

Lord F. So well that I have ardered my eoach to tlie 
door — so there's no danger of death this baat. Tarn. 

YoungF. I'm very glad of it. 

LordF. That I befieve's a Ke. [ilttdc}— Pr'ythoe, 
Tarn, tell me one ihing, did not yoar heait cut a caper 
Bp to yoar mauth, when yoa heard I was run throagh 
the badye 

Young F. Why do yoa think it shoaJd? 

LordF, Bepaase I remember mine did so, when I 
heard my ancle was shot Ihronj^h the head. 

YoungF. It then did very ill. 

LordF, Pr*y|hee, why so? 

Young F» Because he used yon very well. 

Lord F. Well !— Naw, strike me dumb, he starv'd 
me ; he has let nie want a tliaasand women, for want of 
a thausand paund. 

Young F, Then he htnder'd yoa from making a great 
many ilF bargains ; for 1 think no woman woVto money 
that will take money. ' 

Lord F, If 1 was a yoooger brother I should think 
so too. 

Young- F. Then yoa are seldom much in love? 

LordF. Never, stap my vitals. 

YoungF. Why then did yon make all this hostlo 
aboot Amanda? 

Lord F. Because she's a woman of an insolent virtue, 
and 1 thought myself piqu*d, in hononr, to debancli 
faer. 

Young F, Very well. — Here's a rare fellow for you, 
to have the spending of ten thousand ftounds a year. 
But now for my business with him. [Atide] — Brother, 
though Iknow totalk of business (especially of money ) 
is a theme «ot quite «o entertaining to. yoa as that of 
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the ladies, mj neoeftsilifls are 8uch» I bope yon*!! bare 
patieuoe to hear me. 

Lord F, The greatness of yoar necessities, Tain, is 
the worst armament in tlie waorld for yoor being 
patient] J beara. 1 do believe you are going to make a • 
-werj good speech, bat strike me dumb, it hw the worst 
beginning of any speech I have beard this twelvemonth. 

j&UMgJF, I'm sorry yon think so. 

Lord K I do believe thou art — bat come, let's know 
the aikir qniokly. 

Yimng F. Why then, my case in a word is this-^ 
The necessary expenses of my travels have so^much 
exceeded the wretched income of my annuity, that I 
liave been forced to mortgage it for five hundred 
pounds, which is spent. So, unless you are so kind as 
to assist me in redeeming it, 1 know no remedy but to 
take a parse. 

Lord F. Why faith, Tarn, to give you my sense of 
the thing, 1 do think taking a parse tlie best remedy in 
the wanrld->for if yoo succeed you are relieved that 
way, if you are taken — yon are relieved t'other. 

Young F. Vm glad to see you are in so pleasant a 
bomoor; I hope I shall find tbeefiects on't. 

LordF, Wuy, do you then really think it a rea- 
sonable thing, that I shoold give you five hundred 
pawnds? 

Young F. I do not ask it as a doe, brother; I am 
willing to receive it as a favour. 

Lord F. Then thou art willing to receive il any how, 

strike me speechless.— But these are d n'd tiroes 

to give money in ; taxes are so great, repairs so exor- 
.bitant, tenants such rogues, and boquets so dear, that 
the devil take me, I am reduced to that extren»ity in 
my cash, 1 hare been forced to retrench in that one 
article of sweet pawder, till 1 have brought it dawn to 
five guineas a roauntb — now judge. Tain, whether I can 
spane you five hundred pawnds? 

Youn^ F. If you can't I must st«rre, that'e aU.^— 
Hamn him. {iltide. 
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all people were acquainted witb their own bodies, 
though few people know their own minds. 

Love. Wnat if the distemper I snspect be in the 
mind? 

Ber» Why then IMt undertake to prescribe joa a 
cure. 

Love, Alas ! you undertake jou know not what. 
. Ber, So far at least then joo allow me to be a phj- 
sioian. 

Love. Nay, FII allow yon to be so yet further; for I 
have reason to believe, should 1 put myself into yoor • 
hands, you would increase my distemper. 

Ber. How.' 

Love. Oh, you mi^ht betray me to my wife. 

Ber. And so lose all my practice. 

Love. Will you then keep my secret ? 

Ber. I will. 

Love. Well — but swear it. 

Ber. 1 swear by woman. 

Love. Nay, that's swearing by my deity; swear by 
your own, and I shall believe you. 

Ber. Well then, 1 swear by man ! 

Love. Vm satisfied. Now hear my symptoms, and 
ipve me your advice. The first were these, when I saw 
you at the play, a random glance yon threw at first 
alarm'd me. 1 could not turn my eves from whence 
the danger came — ^1 gaz'd upon yon till my heart began 
to panir— nay, even now on your approaoning me, mw 
ilweiM is so increased, that if you do not help me I shall, 
whilst you look on, consume to ashes. 

{Takes her Hand. 

Ber. O Lord, let me go; 'tis the plague, and we 
shall be infected. [Breakin^from kim. 

Love. Then we*l1 die together, my charming angel. 

Ber. O 'gad ) the devil's in you. Lord, let me go 
— here's somebody coming. 

Enter a Servant, 
Serv. Sir, my lady's come home, and desires to speak 
wilhjoa. 
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Love, Tell her Tni ooniio|ir. [Exit &mmt]— Bot 
before I go, ooe glass of nectar to drink her health. 

[To Berinthia. 

Ber, Stand off, or I shall hale yoo, by bearens. 

Love* IKtsting her] In matters of love, a. woman's 
oath ia no more to be minded than a man's. [Exit, 

Ber. Uiii! 

£nter Colonel Townly. 

Col, T, Sob ! what's here — Berinthia and Loveless — 
and in such close conversation ! — 1 caunut now wonder 
at her indifference i^ excusing herself to nie ! — O rare 
wofnan — well then, let Loveless look to bis wife, 'twill 
be bot the retort courteous on both sides. Your ser- 
Tant, madam, I need not ask joa how jron do, jrou have 
got so good a colour. 

Ber. No better than I used to have, I suppose. 

CoL T. A little more blood in jour cheeas. 

Ber, I have been walking ! 

Coir. Is thtt allf Pray was it Mr. Loveless went 
from here just now i 

Ber, O ves — he has been walking with me. 

CoLT. He bast 

Ber, Upon my word I think be is a very aj^reeable 
man! — and there is certainly something particularly 
insinuating in his address ! 

Col, T, So, sol she has'n't even the modesty.to dis- 
semble ! [Ande] Pray, madam* mav 1, without imper- 
tinence, trouble you with a few senoos qoestionsP 
^ Ber, As many as yoo please ; but pray let tbem be as 
little serious as possible. 

CoL T, Is it not near two years since I have presumed 
to address yon ? 

Ber, I don't know exactly — bot it has been a tedious 
long time. 

Col, r. Have I not, during that period, had every 
reason to believe that my assiduities were £m: from 
being unacceptable? 

Ber, Why, to do you justice, you have been ex- 
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tremeiy troublesome-- and 1 ooafoM I hate been mor« 
ciril to Toa tiwii you deaerved. 

CoL 7. Did I not come to this place at year express 
desire, and for no purpose font the bonovr of meeting^ 
TOO?— and after waiting a month in disappointment, 
nave yon oondeseended to explain, or in tiie slightest 
way apologize, for yonr oondnct^ 

Ber. O heavens f apologize for my oondnct ! — apo- 
logise to yon !— O yon barbarian !— JBat |»ray now, my 
good senoQs ootonel, have you any thing more to 
add? 

Col. T. Nothing, madam, but that after suoh beha- 
vioar I am less surprised at what I saw just now ; it is 
not very wonderful that the woman who can trifle with 
the delicate addresses of an honourable lorerj sboald be 
found coquetting with the husband of her fnend. 

Ber, Very true— no more wonderful than it was for 
this honourable lover to divert himself in the abseooe 
of this coquette, with endeavouring toseduoehisfriend*s 
wife! O eolonel, colonel, don*t talk of honour or your 
friend, for heaven's sake. 

Co/.r. 'Sdeath! how oauM she to suspect this I— 
lAside] Really, madam, I don't understind you. 

Ber, Nay— nay— you saw I did not pretend to mis- 
understand you. — But here oomes the lady— perhaps 
you would be glad to be lefl with her for as expla- 
nation. 

CoL T. O madam, this recrimination is a poor re- 
source : and to convince you how much you are mis- 
taken, I beg leave to deoline the happiness you propose 
me. — Madam, yonr servant. 

Enter Amanda. > Colonel Townly whitpen 
. Amanda and exit, 

Ber» He carries it oif well, however — upon my word 
— very well! — how tenderly they part! — iAnde\--So, 
cousin — ^I hope you have not been ending your aomirer 
for being with me— I assure you we have beeo talking 
of you. 
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Aman. ViOj^ Berintliia ! — my admirer — ^wiU yon never 
learn to talk in earnest of any thing P 

Ber. Why this shall be in earnest, if yon please; 
for my part I only tell yoo matter of foot. 

Aman, I'm sure there's so maoh jest and earnest in 
what you say to me on this sabjeot, I soaroe know how 
to take it — 1 have jast parted with Mr. Loveless-- 

Cerbaps it is fancy, but I think there is an alteration in 
is manner whioh alarms me. 

Ber, And so you are jeaioas? is that all? 

Aman. That all! — ^is jealousy, then, nothing? 

Ber. It should be nothing, if I were in your ease. 

Aman. Why, what would you do ? 

Ber. Vd onre myself. 

Aman, How? 

Ber. G^re as lllUe for my husband as be did for me. 
Liook yon, Amanda, you may build castles in the air, 
and fume, and fret, and grow thin, and lean, and pale, 
and ugljT, if you please ; but 1 tell you, no man worth 
having, is true to his wife, or ever was, or ever will be 
so. 

Aman. Do yon then really think he's false to me? 
for I did not suspect him. 

Ber. Think so!— I am sure of it. 

Aman. You are sure on't P 

Ber. Poaitively— he fell in love at the play. 

ilman. Right — the very same— bat who oonld have 
told yoB this? 

Ber. Um O— Townly! 1 suppose yoar hus- 
band has made him his confidant. 

Aman. O base Loveless! — and what did Townty say 
on't? 

Ber. So, so— why should she ask that? [JcMfe] 

Say ! — why he abused Loveless extremely, and said ail 
the tender things of you in the world. 

Aman. Did he?— Oh! my heart!— I'm ver^ ill— 
dstir Berinthia, don't leave me a moment. [Jbceun^ 
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SCENE III. Outside of Sir Tunbslly's Bouse, 

Enter Young Fashion and Lory* , 

Youn^F. So— here's oar inheriUnoe, horj, if we oaa 
bat fl^l into po88esaion~bat methinks the seat of oor 
fftmiij liioks like Noah's ark, as if thebhief oart on't 
were designed for the fowis of the air, and the beasts 
of the field. 

Lory. Pray, sir, don't let yoor head ran npon the 
orders of building here — get but the heirese, let the 
^devil take the house. 

Young F. Get but the house! let the devil take tlie 
heiress, 1 say — but oome, we have no time to squander, 
knock at the door — [Lory knocks two or tkree Times] — 
What the devil have they got no ears in this house? — 
Knock harder. 

Lory. 'Egad, sir, this will prove some enohanted 
casite — ^we shall have the giant come out, by-and-by, 
with his club, and beat our brains out. [Knocks again» 

Young F, Hush, they come. 

Serv. [WUhin] Who is there? 

Lorjf. Open the door and see — is that your ooonlry 
breeding ? 

Serv. Ay, but two words to that bargain — Tnmmas, 
is the blunderbuss prim'd ? 

^ Young F. Oons! give 'em good words, Lory^-^nr we 
shall be shot here a fortune catching. 

Lory. 'Egad, sir, I think you're in the right on'tr-^ 
lio! — Mr. VVhat-d'yeHsall-'um— w^U you please to. let us 
in? or are we to be left to grow like willows by yoor 
t side? 



Servant appears at the Window with a Blunderbuss, 

Serv. Well naw, what's ya're business? 

Young F. Nothing, sir, but to wait upon sir Tan- 
belly, with your leave. 

Serv. To weat upon sir Tunbelly ? — why yon'll find 
that's just as sir Tunbelly pleases. 

Young F. But will you do me the &vour, air, to know 
whether sir Tunbelly pleases or not? 
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Serv, Whjjiook yoa, d'jesee, with good word»muefa 
mav be done. — ^Ralph, go tby ways, and ask sir Tun- 
belly if be pleases to be waited apon — and, dost bear, 
call to narse, that sbe may lock up miss Hoyden before 
tbe ffatesopen. 

l^ung F. D'ye hear that, Lory? 

Enter Sir Tunbelly Clumsy,, with Servants, armed 
with Gun$, Clubs, Pitchforks, ^c. 

Lory, O! [Runs behind his Master] O Lord, O Lord, 
Lord, we are both dead men ! 

Young F, Fool ! tby fear will rain as. 

[Apart to Loryt 

Lory. My fear^ sir? 'Sdeatb, sir, I fear nothing. 

[AjpaH] Would I were well up to the cbin in a lioraer 
pond! . [Asidei, 

Sir 2\ Who is it here bath any business vilU meP 

Young F, Sir, 'tis I, if your name be sir Tunbelly 
Clumsy. 

Skr T. Sir, my name is sur TuubeUy Clumsy, whether 

I on have any basiness with me or not. So yoa see 
am not asham'd of my name, nor my face either. 

Young F. Sir, you have no cause, that I know of. 

Sir T. Sir, if you have no cause either, 1 ^^sire to 
know who you are ; for, till I know your name, I shan't 
ask yon to come into my house; and when 1 do know 
your name, 'tis six, to four I don't ask jrou then. 

Young. F» Sir, I hope- you'll 'find this letter an aa- 
tbentio passport. [Gives him a Lettfr, 

SirT, Cod's my life, from Mrs. Coupler! i Sfik 

your lordship's pardon ten thousand times — r-lTo his 
Servanf] Here, run in a-doors quickly ; get a Scotch 
coal fire in the parlour, set all the Turkey-work chairs in 
iheir places, get the brass candlesticks out, and be sure 
stick the socket fall of laurel — tun^-Vlums to Young 
Fashitm'] My lord, I ask your lordship's pardon.— 
[To the Servant] And, do you hear, run away to nurse, 
Bid her let miss Hoj^den loose again. [Exit Serva)it'\ I 
hope your bonoar will excuse the disoriier of my familr. 
—-We are not used to receive men of your lordship's 
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grett qmlitj evarV daT. Prty wliera are joor ooaabes 
and fervanU, my fordr 

Young F. Sir, Uiak I aiigfat gire 700 and your daaifh* 
tor a proof bow impaliaot I am to be nearer akia lo 
yon, 1 left my equipage lo follow me, and caaie %waj^ 
post with only one servant. 

Sir T. Yoar lordship does me too much honour — ^it 
was exposing yoar person to too mnch fatigoe and 
danger, I protest it was; but my datighter shall endea- 
vour to make yoo what amends the oau ; and tfaoog^b I 
say it, that should not say it, Hoyden has ehams. 

Young F, Sir, I am not a stranger to tbem, Uioiig;h I 
mn to her : oommon fame has done her jostioe. 

Sir T. My lord, I am eommon fame's very gratefiil, 
humble servant. My lord, my girl^s yoang-~— Hoyden 
it young, ray lord : but this 1 mast say for her, wbal 
she wants in art, she has in breeding ; and what's want- 
ing in her age, is made good in beroonstitalioii— — So 
pray, my lora, walk in ; pray, my lord, walk in. 

Young F, Siri I wail upon yoa. lEreunt, 

SCENE IV. 

An Apartment in Sib T^nbelly Clumst's Houte. 

Miss Hoyobv ditcovered, 

HUi H, Sure nobody was ever used m I am. I . 

know well enoogh what other girls do, for all they 

think to make a fool o'me. It's well I have a bueband 

a ooming, or i'eod I'd .marry the baker, i would so.-— 

Nobody can kooek at the g9%t, but presently I moil be 

looked up; and liere's the young gieyhoond can ma 

loose about the house all the day long, so iheo a n 

Tis -very well- 

Nune, [Without, opening the Door"] Mist Hoyd«s 
auis, mist, mist! Mist Hoyden! 

Enter ^tcrte. 
Mite H, Well, what do you make took a noiae for, 

hmf What do you din a body't ean for? Gaa'i ono 

bo al quiet for you? 
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AuTM. Wbst do I din yoar ears for? Here's one 
come wiil din year ears for you. 

Miu H, What care I who's come? I care nol a fiv 
who comes, or who goes, as long as I must be lock'd 
■p like the ale-cellar. 

A'urse. That, miss, is for fear yoa should be drank 
before you are ripe. 

Miss H. Oh, don.'t trouble your head about that ; 
I'm as ripe as you, though nol no mellow. 

Nurse. Very well. Now I have a good mind to lock 
yon op again, and not let you see my lord to-night. 

Mils H. My lord ! Why, is mv husband come? 

Nurse. Yes. marry, is he ; and a goodly person too. 

Sfisi H. [Hugs Nurse] Oh, my dear nnrse, forgive 
me this once, and I'll never mittuse you again ; no, if I 
do, yon shall give me three thumps on the back, and a 
great pinch by the cheek. 

Nurse. Ah, the poor thing ! see now it melts ', H's as 
foil of good nature as an egg's full of meal. 

Missn. But, my dear nurse, don't lie now — ^is ha 
come, by your troth? 

Nurse. Yes, by my truly, is he. 

Miss H. O Lord ! I'll go and pot on my laced tucker, 
though I'm lock'd up for a month for't. , [Exeunt. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 




SCENE I. 

An Apartfnent at Sir Tunbelly Clumsy's. 

Enter Miss Hoyden and Nurse. 

Nurse. Well, miss, how do you like joor basband 
that is to be P 

Miss H, O Lord, narse, Vm so o?erjojed I can soaroe 
contain mjself. 

Nurse, Ob, but you must have a care of beings too 
fond ; for men, now-a-day», hate a woman that loves 
'em. 

Miss H. Lore him ! why, do ^ou think I lore him, 
nurse? 'Bood, I would not care if he was ban^'d, so I 
were but once married to him. No, that which pleases 
me is to think what work 1*11 make when I gel to Lon- 
don; for when I am a wife and a lady both, 'ecod, I'll 
flaunt it with the best of *em. Ay, and I shall hare 
money enoufj^h to do so too, nurse. 

Nurse. Ah, there's no knowing that, miss ; for thoogli 
these lords have a power of wealth indeed — ^yet, as I 
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have heard say, tbej give it all to their slats and their 
trnlls, who joggle it aboat in their coaches, with a 
morrain to 'era, whilst poor madam sits sigUng and 
wishing, and has not a sftere half-crown to on j Mr a 
Practice of Piety. 

MissH, Oh, but for that, don't deceive yoorself* 
nnrse; for this I mast saj of my lord, he's as free as 
an open house at Christmas ; for this very mornini^ he 
told me I should have six hundred a year to buy pins. 
Now if he gives me six hundred a year to boy pins, 
what do yon think he'll give me to bay petticoatsr 

Nurse, Ah, my dearest, he deceives tnee foally, and 
he's no better than a rogae for his pains. These Lon- 
doners have got a gibberish with 'em woald oonfoand 
a gipsy. That which they call pin-money, is to buy 
every thing in the versal world, down to their very 
shoe-knots. Nay, I have heard some folks say that 
some ladies, if tbev'U have gallants as they carl 'em, 
are forced to find them out of their pin-money too.-^ 
But look, look, if his honour be not coming to yool-^ 
Now, if 1 were sore yon would behave yourself hand- 
somely, and not disgrace me that have brought you np, 
I'd leave yon alone together. 

Miss U. That's mv best nurse, do as Tou'd be done 
by. Trast us together this once, and if I don't show 
my breeding, I wish I may never be married, but die 
an old maia. 

Nurse. Well, this once I'll venture you. But if yoa 
disparage roe 

MissH. Never fear. [£nf. 

Enter Young Fashion. 

TouM F, Your servant, madam, I'm glad to find yoa 
alone, for I have something of importance to speak to 
yon about. 

Miss H, Sir (my lord I meant), you may speak to 
me about what yoa please, I shall give you a civil an- 
swer. 

Young F. Yoa give so obligiuff one, it encourages 
me to tell yoa in a few words what I think, both Tor 
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Yoor interest and mine. Yoor fitther, I rappoM 700 
know, has reiiolTed to make me happy in being jour 
hosband ; and I hope I maj obtain joar oonsent to per- 
form what be desires. 

Miss H. Sir, | never diffobej mj father in anjr thing 
but eating rreen gooseberries. 

Young F. 80 i^od a daughter mnst needs lie an ad- 
mirable wife. 1 am therefore impatient till^ vou are 
mine, and hope you will so far consider the violence of 
my love, that you won't have the oroelt^ to defer my 
happiness so long as yoor father desi^^ iL 

miss U. Pray, my lord, how long is that? 

Yaune F. Madam, a tboosand years — a whole week. 

Missli. Why I Ihooght it was to be to-morrow 
morning, as soon as I was op. I'm sore nnrse told me 
so. 

Yimng F. And it shall be to-morrow morning, If 
you'll consent. 

Miss H. If I'll consent? Why I thought I was to 
obey you as my Irosband? 

Young F. That's when we are married. Till then, 
I'm to obey von. 

Miss H. Why then, if we are to take it bv turns, it's 
the same thing. I'll obey you now, and when we are 
married, you shall obey me. 

Young F. With all my heart Bat I doubt we mutt 
get nur«e on our side, or we shall hardly prevail with 
the chaplain. 

Miss H, No more we shan't, indeed ; for he lovaa 
her better than he loves his pulpit, and would always 
be a preaching to her by bis good will. 
^ Young F. Why then, my dear, if youll call her 
hither, we'll persuade her presently. 

Mtsi H. O lud, I'll tell you a way bow to pertoade 
her to any thing. 

Young F. How's that? 

Missn, Why tell her she's a handsome, comely 
woman, and give her haif-a-crown. 

Young F. Nay, if that will do, she shall have half a 
^ of II 
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Miu H, O gemini ! for half tbat she'd BHtmr yna 
benelt^ni ran and oa» ker. TExit. 

younfi^ F. Sob ! matters ro on swinmiiigly. This ie 
a rare fprlj i'faith. I shaU liaye a fioe time eo*t ^th 
her at LoodoD. 

Eater Loftv. 
So, Lor J, what's the natter? 

Lory, Here, sir—an intercepted |iaoket firom the 
enemy ; yoor brother's nostillion broo^ it. I knew 
the liverj, pretended to oe a servant of sir 'IWbetlj'Si 
and so got possession of the letter. 

Young F. [Looks at the Letter] Oons! he tells sir 
Tnnbel^ here that he will be with him this eveninr* 
with a large party to supper. — ^'Egad, 1 most marry the 
girl directly. 

Lory. Oh, aoonds, sir, directly to be tnre. Here 
the oomee. f tjgit* 

Young F. And the old Jesabel with her. 

Re-enter Miss Hoyden and Nurse. 
How do yon do, good Mrs. Norse? I desired your yoang 
lady would give me leave to see you, that I might thank 
you for your ■extraordinary eare and kind conduct in 
her education : pray accept of this small acknowledg- 
ment for it at present* and depend upon my further 
kindness when I shall be that happjr thing, her hna- 
band. rGivet Aier Money^ 

Nuru. Grold,by the maakins! [Aside] Your honours 
goodness is too great. Alas! all I can boast of is, 1 

Eve her pure good milk, and so your honour would 
ve said,an you had seen how the poor thing thrived— 
nod how it would look up in my Ikce— and orow and 
laugh, it would. 

MUsM. IToNuHrseftdkhig her mgrity aside] Pray 
one word with you. Pr*ylhM, nurse, don't stand rip- 

K'ng up old stories, to make one ashamed before one's 
ve. Do you think such a fine proper gentleman as 
he is, cares for a fiddle-come tale of a cnild P if yon 
have a mind to make him have a good opinion of a 
womtn. doA't tett him what one did then, tdi him whal 
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one c&B 4o bow.^— I hope year bonobr will excase 
my mis-maBners to whisper before jou ; it was onl j to 
giVe some orders about the family. 

YoHnf( F. Oh, erery tbiiifif, madam, is to gire way to 
business ; besides^ good housewifery is a very commend^ 
able (]uality in a yoang lady. 

Miss H. Pray, sir, are yoang ladies good homewiveft 
at London-town ? Do they darn their own linen P 

Young F. Oh, no, they study how to spend money, 
not to save. 

- Miss H. *Ecod, I don't know but that may be better 
aport, ha, nurse? 

Young F. Well, yon shall have yoor choice when 
you come ^ere. 

Miss H. Shall IP— then, by my troth, Fll get there 
nn fast as I ean.— — His honour desires yon'll be so 
kind as to let us be married to-morrow. [To A^urse. 

^Turte. To-morrow, my dear madam? 

Young F.^ Ay, faitn, nurse, ^oa may well be sar- 
prised at miss's wanting to put it off so long. To- 
morrow ! no, no ; 'tis now, tbia Terjr hoar, I woold 
liave the ceremony performed. 
• Miss H. 'Ecod, with all my heart. 

Nurse. Oh, mercy! worse and worse! 

Young F. Yes, sweet nurse, now and privately : for 
all things being signed and sealed, wh^ snoold air T^m- 
bellv make as stay a week for a wedding-dinner? 

Nurse. But if yon should be married now, what will 
yon do when sir Tunbelly calls for you to be married ? 

Miss H. Why then we will bemarried again. 

Nurse* What twice, my child ? 

Miss H, 'Eood, I don*t care how often Pm married, 
not I. 

Nurse. Well, Pm such a tender-hearted fool, I find I 
can refose you nothing. So you shall e'en follow yemr 
own inventions. 

Miis H. Shall l?-i — O Lord, I could 4eap over the 
moon. 

Young F, Dear nurse, thia goodness of youn shall 
be still more rewarded. But now you must employ 



8CBNB 2. SCARBOROUGH. 49 

Toor power with the chaplain, thai he maj do his 
mendljr office too, and then we shall be all happy. Do 
jroo think too can prerail with him ? 

Nurse. Prevail with him ; or he shall nerer prevail 
with me, 1 can tell him that. 

Young F. Vm glad to hear it ; however, to strongmen 
your interest with him, yon may let him know I have 
several fat livings in my gift, and that the first that 
falls shall be in your disponl. 

Nunc* Nay, then ril make lAm marry more folks 
than one, I'll promise him. 

Mits if. Faith, do, narse, make him marry yoo too ; 
I'm sore he'll do't for a hi living. 

Yifung F, Well, narse, while ^oo };o and settle mat- 
ters with him, yoor ladv and 1 will go and take a walk 
in the garden. [Exit Nurte] Gome, madam, dare yon 
ventore yourself alone with me? 

[Takes Miss Houden hyihe Hand. 

Miss H, Oh dear yes, sir ; I don^ think yoo'U do 
«ny thing to me I need he Afiraid on. [Faeunt, 

SCENE II. Amanda's Dressing^oom, 
Enter Amanda, f (Mowed by her Maid, 
Maid, If yoo please, madam, only to say whether 
yoo'U have me boy them or not r 

Aman. Yes— no— Go, teaser; I care not what yoo 
^o. Pr'ythee leave me. [Exit Moid. 

Eater Berinthia. 

Ber, What, in the name of Jove, is the matter with 
you? 

Aman. The matter, Berinthia? I'm almost mad; I'm 
plairo'd to death. 

Ber. Whoisitthatplaffoesyoo? 
^ Aman, Who do yoo think ahovld plagoe a wife, bot 
herhosband? _ , „ . 

Ber. O, hoi is it oome io that?-*^We shall hav« 
yoo wish yoortelf a widowj by-and-by. 
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Amtau Wonld I Were any thing bat what I am ! A 
haae, onfpratefol man, to ose me thus ! 

Ber. What, has he n^ven yoo fresh reason to nipect 
his wandering ^ 

Aman, Bverj hour i^^Tes me reason. 

Ber, And jiet, Amanda, yon perhaps at this nsoment 
oanse in another's breast the same tormentin); doqbls 
and jealouHies which jou feel so seosibljr joonelC 

Aman. Heaven knows 1 wonld not. 

Ber. Wliy, too oan*t tell bat there may be some one 
as tenderly atlach'd to Tuwnly, whom yon boast of at 
yoor eonqoest, as you ean be to your husband. 

Aman. Tin sure! never encoara|(ed his pretenakms* 

Ber, Pshaw! pshaw! No sensible man ever perse- 
veres to love without enocNiragement Why havie yvM 
BOt treated him as yon have lord Foppington? 

if man. Because he presomM not so &r. Bat let at 
drop the subjeot. Men, not women, are riddles. Mr. 
Loveless now follows some flirt for variety, whon I'm 
sore he does not like so well as h^ does me. 

Ber. ThatV more than yon know, madam. 

Aman. Why, do yon know the ugly tlung ? 

Ber. I think I can guess at the person, bot sWf no 
snob ugly thing neither. 

ilman. Is she very handsome? 

Ber. Truly I think so. 

ilman. Whate'er she be, Fm snre he does not like 
her well enough to bestow any thing more than a little 
outward gallantry upon her. 

Ber, Outward gallantry! 1 oan't bear this. [Aiide] 
Come, oume, don't yon hie too seonre, Amanda ; while 

ion suffer Townly to imagine that yen do not ileteat 
im for his designs on yog, yoo have no right to eon* 
ClaJn that jwir hnsbaiid is engaged elseiHiera. Bat 
ere comes the person we were Sfi^aking of. 

£nt«r Colonel Town LY. 
CoL T. Ladies, as 1 come uninvited, I beg, if I in- 
trude, yoa will one the mum free^oii in tnnuag nw oat 
•gain. 
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Atnan, I beliere it is near the time Loyelets said 
he woald be at bone. He talked of aoceptinpf of 
lord Poppington's invitalioa to sop at sir Tunbeilj 
Clomsj's. 

Col. T. His lordship has done me the honour to invite 
ne alto. If joo'll let me escort joa, I'll let jou into a 
mjster^ as we go, in which joa must phiy a part when 
we arrive. 

Atnan, But we have two boars yet to spare; the 
carriages are not ordered till eight, and it is not a five 
minute's drive. So, cousin, let us keep tlie colonel to 
play at piquet with us, till Mr. Loieleas comes home. 

Ber, As jrou please, madam; but you know I have a 
letter to write. 

Col. T. Madam, you know you may oomraand me, 
though I am a Tery wretched gamester. 

Afnan, Oh, you play well enough to lose your money, 
and that's all the ladies require; and so, without any 
more ceremony, let us go into the next room, and call 
for cards and candles. lEseunt, 

SCBNB HI. Berinthia's Dreuing^nom. 
Enter Loveless. 
Love. So->thus far all's well— I have got- into her 
dressing-room, and it being dusk, I think nobody has 
perceived me steal into the house. 1 heard Berinthia 
tell my wife she had some particular letters to write 
tliis evening, before she went to sir Tanbelly's, and 

here are the implements of correspondence. How 

shall I muster up assurance to show myself when she 
eomes? — I think she has given me encouragement; and 
to do my impudence justice, I have made tlie most of 
it. — I hear a door open, and some one coming. If it 
should be my wife, what the devil should I say i — I be- 
lieve she mistrusts me, and by my life, I don'.t dewrve 
her tenderness; however, lam determined to refomi, 
though not yet Ha! Berinthia! 80 I'll step in here, 
till I see what sort of homoar she is in. 

[Goes uUo the Cluet. 



5^ ATRIP TO ACT 4. 

Enter BERXNTHiAi 
Ber. Wm ever so proTokiDg^ a sitution! To tbink 
I sfaoold sit and hear him compliment Amanda to mjr 
face ! I have lost all patience with them both. I would 
not for something have Loveless know what temper of 
mind they have piqued me into; yet I can't bear to 
leave them together. No— I'll pat my papers away, 
and return to disappoint them. [Goei to the Closet] O 
Lord! a ghost! a ghost! a ghost! 

Re-enter Loveless. 
Love. Peace, my angel, it's no ghost, bat one worth 
a hundred spirits. 

Ber. How, sir, have yon had the insolence to pre- 

some to ran in again — here's somebody oominr. 

[Lovelest goet into the Cloui. 

Enter Maid. 

Mcttd. O Lord, ma'am, what's the matter? 

Ber. O heavens! I'm almost frightened out of my 
wits! I thought verily I had seen a ghost, and 'twas 
nothing but a black hood, pinn'd against the wall. — 
Yott may go again — 1 am the fearfallest fool. 

[Exit Maid, 
Re-enter Loveless. 

Love, Is the coast clear? 

Ber. The coast clear P Upon my word, I wonder at 
yonr assoranoe! 

Love. Why then you wonder before I have given 
yon a proof of it fiut whore's my wife? 

Ber, At cards. 

Love. With whom? 

Ber. With Townly. 

Love. Then we are safe enoagh. 

Ber, Yoa are so? Som^ husbands would be of ano- 
ther mind, were he at cards with their wives. 

Love, And they'd be in the right on't too; but I 
dare trust mine. 

Ber, Indeed ! and she, 1 donbt not, has tho same 
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coiifideiioe in yoo. Yet do joo think she'd be content 
to come and find joa here? 

Love. 'Egad, as yon saj, that's true — then, for fear 
she shonld come, hadn't we better go into the next 
room, out of her way? 

£er. What, in the dark? 

Love. Ay, or with a light, which you please. 

Ber. Yon are certainly very impudent. 

Love, Nay then — let me conduct you, my angel. 

Ber, Hold, hold, you are mistaken in your angel, I 
assure yon. 

Love, 1 hope not; for by this hand I sweiur. 

Ber. Gome, come, let go my hand, or I shall hate 
yon — ^I'il cry out, as 1 live. 

Love. Impossible! yon cannot be so cruel. 

Ber, Ha! here's some one coming. Be gone in- 
stantly. 

Love, Will yon promise to return, if I remain here ? 

Ber, Never trust myself ia a room again with you 
while 1 live. 

Love, But I have something particular to communi- 
cate to you. 

Ber, Weil, well, before we go to sir Tunbelly's, I'll 
walk upon the lawn. If you are fond of a moonlight 
evening, you'll find me there. • 

Love, I'faith, they're coming here now. I take yon 
at yonr word. [Exit Loveless into the Closet, 

Ber. lis Amanda, as I live. I hope she has not 
heard his voice; though I mean she should have her 
share of jealousy in her turn. 

Enter Amanda. 

Afnan, Berinlhia, why did you leave me? 

Ber. I thought 1 only spoil'd your party. 

Aman. Since you have been ^ne, Townly has at- 
tempted to renew his importunities. I must break 
with him — ^for 1 cannot venture to acquaint Mr. Love- 
less with his conduct. 

Ber, Oh, no! Mr. Loveless mustn't know of it by 
any means. 
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ilfium. Ob, Dot for the world— I wish, Berinthia, 
^oa woold nnderUke to speak to Towoly od Uie lab- 
jeot 

Ber, Upon mj word'-i-->it woaki be a very pleasant 
tabject for me to talk a poo. Bui cone, let es go back ; 
aDcf jou maj depend on't I'll not leave joo together 
again, if I can help it. [fSeunt. 

JRe-eni€r Loveless. 

Love* Sob— so! a pretty piece of business I have 
overheard ! Townly makes love to my wife, and I an 
not to know it for all^ the world, i most inquire into 
this-^nd, by beav'a, if I find that Amanda has, in the 

smallest degree Yet what have I been al here ! 

O, '«death! that's no role. 

That wife alone unsailied credit wins. 

Whose virtues can alone her husband's sins. 

Thus, while the nan has other nymphs in view. 

It soils the woBiB to be doobly tnie. {Exit, 
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SCBNE I. A Garden. Momlight. 
Enter Loveless. 

Love. Now, does she mesB to make a fool of ine, or 
not? I shan't wait macb longer, for mj wife will soon 
hoinqairioK for me to set out on our snpping-partj. 
Suspense is at all tines the devil — but of all im>des of 
suspense, the watching for a loitering mistress is the 
worst — But let me accuse her no longer; she ap- 
proaches with one snile» to o'erpaj the anxieties of a 
jear. 

Enter Berintria. 
O, Berinthia, what a world of kindness are joa in ny 
debt! had joo staid fire minutes longer 

Ber, You would have gone, 1 suppose? 

Zxfve, ^^gad, she's right enough. [Aside^ 

Ber. And I assure jou 'twas ten to one that I came 
nt all. In short, I begin to think you are too danger- 
ous a being to trifle with; and as I shall probablj onk 
make a fool of jou at last, I believo we bad better lei 
■wtton rest as thej are. 
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XjOVC You cannot mean it, sore? 

Ber, What more woald you bare me give to a mar- 
ried roan? 

Love. How doubijr cruel to remind me of my misfor^ 
tnnes! 

Ber. A misfortune to be married to so charming a 
woman as Amanda? 

Love* I grant all her merit, but *Sdea^h! now see 

what yon hare done by talking of her — ^she's here, by 
all that's unlucky, and Townly with her — I'll obserire 



Ber, O Ged, we had better get out of the way; for 
I should feel as awkward to meet ber as you. 

Love. Ay, if I mistake not, I see Townly coming 
this way also. I must see a little into this matter. 

[Steps aside. 
Ber, Oh, if that's your intention, I am no woman, if 
I suffer myself to be outdone in curiosity. 

[Goes OH the other Side. 

Enter AifANDA. 
Aman. Mr. Lovetess come home, and walking} on the 
lawn! I will not suffer him to walk so late, .though 
perhaps it is to shoff his ncwieet of me. Mr. Loyeless, 
l.must speak with yon. Ha! Townly again! How I 
am persecuted! 

Enter Colonel Townly* 

CoL T. Madam, you seem disturbed.. 

Aman, Sir, I haye reason. 

Col, T. Whatever be the cause, I would to heaven 
it were in my power to bear the pain, or to remove the 
malady. 

Aman. Your interference can only add to my dis- 
tress. 

CoL T. Ah, madam, if it be the sting of unrequited 
love voa suffer from, seek for your remedy in revenge : 
weigh well the streng^lh and beauty of your charms,, 
and rouse up that spirit a woman ought to bear. Dis-. 
dain the false embraces of a husband. See at your feet 
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• Toal lover ; liift wotA maj give bim title to yoar pitj, 
alihoagrb his merit cannot claim your lore. 
Lmte. 80, 80, very fine, iYaith. [Aside, 

AnuKL Why do yon presume to talk to ne thus? — ^Is 
•tfaia your friendsltip to Mr. Lovelew? I perceive yoa 
will compel ne at last to acquaint him with your 
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Csl. T. He coold not apbraid me if you were — be 
deserves it from me ; for be has not been more fidseto 
yoo, than faithless to me. 

Aman. To you? 

CM, T. Yes, madam ; the lady for whom he now 
deserts those charms which he was never worthy of, 
was mine by rifrbt ; and 1 imagv>ed too, by ioclinataoa. 
^Yes, mamm Berinthia, who now—— 

Anum. Berinthia! Impossible! 

Col. T. Tis true, or mar I never merit yoor atten- 
tion. She is the deceitful sorceress who now holds 
yoor bosband*s heart in bondage. 

AmoH. I will not believe it. 

CoL T. By the faith of a troelover, I speak from 
conviction. This very day I saw them together, and 
ovnrbeard 

AnuM, Peace, sir, I will not even listen to socli 
•bnder— this is a poor device to work on my resenU 
ment, to listen to yoor insidoons addresses. No, sir, 
though Mr. Loveless may be capable of error, I am 
convinced I cannpt be deceived so ffrowly in him, as to 
believe whatjfoo now report; and for Berinthia, you 
should have fixed on some more fwobable person for 
■ly rival, than she who is my relation and m^ friend : 
for while 1 am myself free from guilt, I will never 
believe that love can beget itijory, or oonfklenoe create 
ingratitode. 

Cot. T. If 4 do not prove to you— 

Aman, Yon never shall have an opportunity. From 
the artful manner in which yon first showed yourself to 
me, 1 might have been led, as far as virtue permitted, 
to have tooogbt you less criminal than unhappy ; bnt 



58 A TRIP TO ACT 5. 

Ibis last anoMUilj artifice meriteatonce my reaeDtmenft 
and contempt. fExU* 

^ Col. T. Sare there's dinnity about her ; and aiie has 
dispensed some portion of honour's light to. me: yet 
can 1 bear to lose Berinthia without revenge oroom- 
pensation? Perhaps she is not so OBlpable as I thought 
ner. I was mistaken when 1 began to think lightly <if 
Amanda's virtue, and may be in my censure .of mj 
Berinthia. Sorely I love her still, for I feel I shoold be 
happy to find myself in the wrong. [JEri^. 

Be-enter Loveless and Berinthia. 
Ber. Your servant, Mr. Loveless. 
' Love, Your servant, madam. 
Ber, Pray what do you think of this? 
Love. Truly, I don*t know what to say. 

- Ber. Don't you think we steal forth two contemptible 
creatures? 

Love. Why tolerably so, I must confess. 

Ber. And do yon conceive it possible for you ever 
to give Amanda the least uneasiness ag^ain f . 

Love. No, 1 think we never should, indeed. 

Ber, We! — ^why, monster, you don't pretend that 1 
ever entertain'd a thought ? 

- Love, Why then, sincerely and honestly, Berinthia, 
there is something in my wire's conduct which strikes 
me so forcibly, that if it were not for shame, and the 
fear of hurting y6n in her opinion, I swear 1 would 
follow her, confess my error, and trust to her gene- 



rosity for forgiv 

Ber, Nay, pr'ythee, don't let your resect for me 
prevent you ; for as mj object in trifling with you was 
nothing more than to pique Townly> aira as I perceive 
he has been actuated by a similar motive, you may 
depend on't I shall make no mystery of the matter to 
him. 

Love, By no means inform him ; for though I may 
choose to pass by his conduct without resentment, how 
will he presume to look me in the Umo again ? 
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Ber. How will 700 presame to look him in the face 

again? 
Lffoe. He who has dared to attempt the honour of 

my wife I 

• Ber, Yoo, who have dared to attempt the honour 
of his mistress! Gome, come, be ruled by me, who 
aifeot more levity than I have, and donH think of anger 
in this cause. A readiness to resent injuries, is a yirlne 
only in those who are slow to injure. 

• Love. Then I will be ruled by yon ; and when yon 
shall think proper to undeeeive Townly, may your 
good qualities make as. sincere a convert of him, as 

Amanda's have of me. When truth's extorted from 

ns, then we own the robe of virtue is a sacred habit. 

Could women but our secret counsels scan — 
C!ould they but reach the deep reserve of man — 
To keep our love they'd rate their virtue high. 
They live together, and together die. [Exeunt, 

SCENE U. Sir Tunbelly Clumsy^s Hifuse, 
Enter Miss Hoyden, Nurse, and Young Fashion. 

Young F» This quick dispatoh of the chaplain's I 
take so kindly, it shall give him clum to my favour as 
lonsr as I live, I assure you. 

Mist H. And to mine, too, I promise you. 

Nur$e. I most humbly thank your honours; and may 
your children swarm about yon like bees about a honey- 
comb. 

MiMH* I'cod, with all my heart—the more tho 
merrier, I say-^-Im, nurse ? 

Enter Lory. 
Lory, One word with you, for heaven's sake. ' 

. \Taking Young Fashion hastily aside, 
YouTtg F. What the devil's the matter P 
Lffry, Sir, your fortune's ruin'd if you are not maiw 
ried. Yonder's your brother arrived , with two coaches 
and six horses, twenty footmen, and a coat worth tbur- 
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will 



•oora pounds— to jadffe 
lad/s heart. 

laung F, Is lie io the bouse jjret? 

Lory. No, tber are oapitolatinji^ wiCb him at the Kate. 
Sir Tonbellv lookily takes him for ao impostor -, and I 
have tdd him that we had heard of this plot before. 



I plot i 

Young F. That's right— f Turning to Mtsi Hotfden] 
Mj dear, here's a troablesooie bosiness mj man tells 
me of, but don't be fri^hten'd, we shall be too hard for 
the ro^. — Here's an iiapadent fellow at the gate (aot 
knowing I was come hither ineognito) has taken mf 
name npoa him, in hopes to son awaj with jon. 

Miu H. Oh, the braaen-fteed variet; it's well we an 
married, or maj be we might never have been -so. 

Young F. '^ad, Kke enoi^. [Andey-Pr^jthm, 
norse, run to sir Tonbellj, and stop him from going to 
the gate before I speak with him. 

Nune, An't please your honour, mv lady and I had 
best lock ourselves up till the danger be over. 

Y^ung F. ]>o so, if yon please. 

Miu n. Not so fast; I won't be lock*d ap any more, 



now I'm married. 

Young F. Yes, pray, my dear, do, till we have seia'd 
.this rascal. 

Miu H, Nay, if you'll pray me, I'll do any thing. 

[peit Miu Hoyden and Nunc 

Young F. [To Loiy] liark yon, sirrah, things are 
better than yon imagine. The wedding's over. 

Lory. The devil it is, sir! 

Foirag F. Not a word-ball's safe— liot sir Tnntelly 
don't know it, nor most not yet So 1 am resohred to 
brasen the bnint of tlie bosiness out, and have the 
pleasure of turning the impostor npon his lordship, 
which 1 believe may easily be done. 

Enter Sib Tunbelly CLumsy. 
XKd yon ever hear, sir, of«o impodeatan undertaking? 
Sir T. Never, by the mass; bpt we'll tickle him, Til 
warrant yea. 
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* Young F. They tell me, sir, be has a g"nt many 
people with him, disguised like servants. 

SirT. \y, my, roffnes enow, but we bare mastered 
them. We only fired a tew shot over their heads, and 
the re|;iment soower'd in ao iastaiil. Here, Tttmmas, 
bring m your prisoner. 

Young F. It yoQ please, sir TuBbelly,il will be best 
for me not to confront the fellow yet, till ycm have 
heard bow far his impudence will, ^arry him. 

SirT, 'Ei^ad, your lordship is an ingenious peraoa. 
Yoor lordship then will please to step aside. 

Lory, Tore heaven, 1 applaud mj master's modesty. 
ILxit toitk Young Fa$hwn, 

Enter Servants, foith Lord Foppington disarmed, 

SirT. Gome, bring him along, bring him along. 

Lord F. What the plagoe do yon mean, gentle 
men? is it fair time, that you are all drunk before 
tapper P 

Str T, Drunk, sirrah! -here's an impudent rogue for 
yoo now. Drunk or sober, bully, I'm a justice o'lhe 
peace, and know how to deal with strollers. 

LordF. Strollers! 

Sir T. Ay, strollers. Ck>me, give an account of your- 
self. What's your name? where do you live? do you 
pay soot and lot? Come, are you a freeholder or a 
copyholder? 

Lord F. And why dost thoo ask aie so many imper- 
tinent aoestions? 

Sir T. Because I'll make you answer 'em, before I 
have done with you, you rascal you. 

• Lord F. Before Gad, all the answers I can make to 
'em is, that you are a very extraordinary old fellow, 
stap my vitals ! 

Sir T. Nay, if thou art joking deputy lieutenants, we 
know how to deal with you. Here, draw a warrant for 
him immediately. 

Lord F. A warrant! What the devil is't thoo wouldst 
be at, old gentleman ? 

Sir r. I would be at yon, sirrah (if my hands were 
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not tied as • magislnte)^ and with tfawe two doable 
fists beat your teeth down voor throat, yon dog yoo. 

Lord F. And why wouldst thoa spoil my fiice at that 
rate? 

Sir T. For yoar design to rob me of my daogbter, 
villain. 

Lord F. Rab thee of thy daughter ! Now do I begin 
to belief e I am in bed and asleep» and that all this is 
bnt a dream. Pr'ythee, old falbsr, wilt then give me 
leave to ask thee one qoestion P 

Sir T. I can't tell whether I will or not» till I know 
what it is. 

Lord F, Why then, it is, whether then -didst not 
write to my lord Poppington, to oome down and 
marry thy diaoghter ? 

Sir r. Yes, marry, did I, and my lord Poppington is 
oome down, and shall marry my daughter oefore she's 
a day older. 

Ixtrd F. Now give me thy hand, old dad ; I thooght 
we.slionid understand one another at last. 

Sir T, The fellow's mad — here, bind him hand and 
foot. [They bind him. 

LordF, Nay, pr'ythee, knight, leave fooling; thy 
jest b^ns to erow dull. 

SirT. Bind him, I say — r-he's mad: bread and 
water, a dark room, and a whip, may bring him to hia 
senses again. 

LordF, IV^thee, sir Tunbelly, why should yon take 
such an aversion to the freedom of my address, as to 
suffer the rascals thus to skewer down my arms like a 
rabbit? 'Egad, if I don't awake, b^jr all that I can see, 
this is like to prove one of the most impertinent dreams 
that ever I dreamt in my life. [Aiide. 

Re-enter Miss Hoyden and Nurse. 

Mit$ H, [Going up to Um] Is this he that would have 

run Fough, how he stinks of sweets! — ^Pray, lather, 

let him be dragged through the horse»pond. 

Lord F, Thjs must be my wife, by her natural incli- 
nation to her husband. {Aside* 
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^ Miu H. Pray, fiiUier, what do joo intend to do- with 

him haog htm ? 

SUt T, That at leMt, child. 
JVwr«e. Ay, and it's e'en too ^ood for him too. 
Lord F, Madame la gooTernanterl presanie ; hitherto 
ihifl appears to me to be one of the most extraordinarj 
fMnilies that e?er ma& of quality maVeh'd into. [Aside, 
SvrT* What's become of m^^ lord, daughter ? 
JditiH. He's just coming, sir. 
Lord F. Mj lord, what does he mean by that, now f 

[Atide. 
Re-enter Young Fashion and Ijory. 

Stap my vitals, Tam, now the dream's ouL 

Young F. Is this the fellow, sir, that design'd to trick 
me of yoor daughter? 

Sir T, This is he, my ford ; how do you like hjm ? 
Is not he a pretty fellow to get a fortune ? 

Young F. I find by bis dress, he thought your daugliH 
ter might be taketa with a beao^ 

Mistff. Oh, gemini! Is this » beanP Let me see 
him again. Ha! 1 find a bean is no such ugly thing, 
neither. 

Young F, 'Egad, she'll be in love wi4h him presently 
— I'll e'en have him sent away to jail. lAndey—-^lr, 
though your undertaking shows you a person of no e3b- 
traordinary modesty, 1 suppose yon han't confidence 
enough t» expect much favour from me ? 

ITo Lord Foppington, 

Lord F, Strike me dumb, Tam, thou art a very im- 
pudent fellow. 

Murte, Look, if the varlet has not the effrontery to 
call his lordship, plain Thomas. 

Lord F. My lord Foppington, shall I beg one word 
with your loraship ? 

Nurte* Ho, ho, it's my lord with him now. See how 
afflictions will humble folks. 

^iu H. Pra^, my lord,, don-'t let him whisper to» 
close, lest he bite your ear off. 

Lord F, I am net altogether so hungry as your lady- 
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ship is pleamd to imt^gine.^ — Look jfm, T^m, I tm 
■ensible I have net beeo so kind lo yoa as I osjrbt but 
1 hope vooMi forpve wlial's past, aod accept ofW five 
tboosand poonds I olfer— tfaou majst Ike ia exirene 
splendoar with it, slap oij vitals! 

lowng t. irs a mucb easier matter to prevent » <j^ 
ease than to core it. A quarier of tiiat som weald 
• uave secured your mistress, twice as much eanaot 
redeem her. \Ap<ui. Leaving him 

Sir T. Well, wUl sajs he? ^ '^ .^w»w«? A*". 

YoungF, OqIj the rascal offered me a bribe to let 
him go. 

Sir T. Ay, he shall go, with a plague to him-^lead 
on, constable. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, Sir, here ismoster tioveless, and master oolooel 
Townly, and some ladies, to wail on you. [To Ymmg F, 

Lory. So, sir, what will yoo do now.' [Ande, 

roungF. Be qoiet; Ihey are in the plit Uiide to 
I^}-—On\y a few friends, sir TunUlly, whom I 
wisn'd to introduce to yoo. 

LordF- Thou art the most impudent felloe, T^m, 
that ever nature yet broaghi into the world. Sir Too- 
belly, strike me speechless, but these are my friends 
and acquaintance, and my gnests, and tbey will aoom 
inform thee whether I am the true lord Foppington or 
not. 

Enter Loveless, Colonel Townly, Axahua, and 
Bbrinthia., 

Young F, So, gentlemen, this is friendly ; I rejoice 
to see yoa. 

Col. T. My lord, we are fortunate lo be the wit- 
nesses of your lordship's happiness. 

Love. But your lordship will do as the honoar to 
introduce us to sir Tnnbelly Clumsy ? 

Aman, And as to your lady. 

l>ord F. Ged take me, bat they are all in a story. 



SirT. Gentlenetr, jua do me much honoor; my 
Imrd Foppiogton*8 frieads will ever be welcome to me 



YifungF. My love, let me introdnoe yoa to these 
liuliefl. 

Mist H, By ij^oles, they look so fine and so stiff, I 
MB fthnost Mwim*d to eome nigh 'em. 

Aman. A most engugiag lady, indeed ! 

MistH, Thank ye, ma*am. 

Ber, And I doabt noi will soon distinguish herself 
In the bean monde. 

MistH. Where is that? 

Young F, You'll soon learn, my dear. 

Lave. Bat, lord Foppins'ton—- — 

LordF, Sir! 

Love. Sir! i was not addressingf myself to yoa, sir! 
•^Pray who is this gentleman? He seems rather in a 
nnffolar predioament^— ^— 

Col. T, For so well-dress'd a person, a little oddly 
oircnmstanced, indeed. 

SirT. Ha, ha, ha! — So, these are your friends and 
year gaests, ha, my adventurer ? 

Lord F. 1 am struck dumb with their impudence, 
and cannot positively say whether I shall ever speak 
again or not. 

SirT. Why, sir, this modest gentleman wanted to 
pass himself upon me as lord Foppington, and carry off 
m^y daughter. 

Love. A likely plot to sacceed, truly, ha, ha! 

Lord F. As Gad shall judge me. Loveless, 1 did not 
expect this from thee. C^me, pr'ythee confess the 
joke; tell sir Tnnbeily that I 'am the real lord Fop- 
pington, who yesterday made love to tliy wife; was 
honoured by her with a slap on the face, and after- 
wards pink*d through the budy by thee. 

Sir r. A likely story, truly, that a peer would behave 
thos! 

Love, A pretty fellow, indeed, that would scandalize 
the character he wants to assume; bat what will yoa 
do with him, sir ISinbeliyf 
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SirT, Commit him, certainly, nolesa the bride and 
bridegroom choose to partion him. 

Lord F. Bride and bridegroom ! For Gad's sake, sir 
TaubeUr. 'tis tartore ta me to hear ^oa call 'em so. 

^ Miss H. Whj, yoa ugly thing, what would you hare 
him call as dog and oat? 

LordF. By no means, miss; for that sounds ten 
times more like man and wife than t'other. 

Sir 7. A precioos rogne this to come a wooing ! 

Re-enter a Servant. 

Serv. There are some gentlefolks below to wait apon- 
lord Foppington. 

CoL T. 'Sdeath, Tom, what will yoa do now i 

{Apart to Yoimg Fashion, 

Lord F. Now, sir Tnnbelly,, here are witnesses, who 
I believe are not cormpted. 

Sir r. Peace, fellow ! Would your lordship choose 
to hare your guests shown here, or shall they wait 
till we come to 'em ? 

yoimg F, I believe, sir Tnnbelly, we had better not 
have these visitors here yet. — ^'Egad, all most out. \^Aside. 

Love. Confess,, confess,, we'ltstand bv you. 

lApart to lounf; J'ashion^ 

Lord F. Nay, sir Tunbdly, i insist on your calling 
eyidence on both sides—and if 1 do not prove that 
fellow an impostor 

Young F. Brother, I will save you the trouble, by 
now confessing that I am not what I have passed my- 
self for. Sir Tunbelly, I am a gentleman, and I flatter 
myself a man of character ; but 'tis with great pride 
I assure you 1 am not lord Foppington. 

iStr r. Oons! — ^w-hat's this?— aauupostor? — a cheat? 
— ^fire and faggots, sir, if you are not lord Foppington, 
who the devil are yon ? 

Young F, Sir, tlie best of m^ condition is, I am your 
son-in«law ; and the worst of it is, I am brother to that 
noble peer. ' 

Lord F. Impudent to the last. Gad dem me. 

Sir T. My son-in-law! Not yet I hope. 
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Young F, PtodoD me, sir; tbuks to the goodness 
of yonr chaplain, and the kind offices of this old gentle- 
woman. 

Lory» Tis Iroe, indeed, sir; I gave jrour daughter 
away, and Mrs. Nurse, here, was clerk. 

Svr T. Knock that rascal down !— Bat speak, Jesabel, 
how's this ? 

Nurse, Alas! yonr honour, forflrive me! I have been 
overreached in this business as well as you. Yonr wor- 
ship knows, if the wedding>dinner had been ready, you 
would have given her away with your own hands. 

Sir T. But how durst you do this, without acquaint- 
ing me ^ 

riurse, Alas, if your worship had seen how the poor 
thing begged and prav'd, and clung and twin'd about me 
like iv^ round an old wall, yon would say, I, who had 
nurs*d it, and rear'd it, must have had a heart like stoue 
to refuse it. 

SirT, Ouns! I shall go mad! Unloose my lord 
there, you scoundrels. 

Lord F. Why. when these gentlemen are at leisure, 
I should be glad to congratulate you on your son-in- 
law, with a little more freedom of address. 

MissH. 'Egad, though, I don't see which is to be ny 
husband after all. 

Love. Gome, come, sir Tunbelly^a man of vour 
understanding must perceive, that an affair of this kind 
is not to be mended by anser and reproaches. 

CoL T. Take my word for it, sir Tunbelly, you are 
only tricked into a son-in-law you may be proud of; 
my friend, Tom Fashion, is as honest a fellow as ever 
breath'd. 

Love. That he ia* depend on*t; and will hunt or drink 
with you most afiectionately ; be generous, old boy, 
and forgive them ' 

Sir T. Never. The hussy !— when I had set my heart 
on getting her a title. 

Lord F. Now, sir Tunbelly, that I am nntmu'd— 
give me leave to thank thee for the very extraordinary 
reception 1 have met with in thy damn'd, execrable 
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nMiflion ; ami at the Mme lime to anure too, that of all 
Ifae bampkins and bloek heads I have had the mislbrtane 
to meet with, thoa art the most obstinate and egregioiu. 
Strike me ni^i j ! 

SirT, What's this? I beiiere jron are both rogaea 
alike. 

Lord F, No, sir Tanbelly, thoo wilt 6nd» to thy an- 
apeakable mortification, that I am the real lord Fop- 
pinftton, who was to have disgraced myself by an ain- 
anoe with a clod ; and that thou hast matob'd tiiy ipri 
to a be«rgarlT younger brother of mine, whose title- 
deeds might be contained in thy tobacco-box. 

SirT. Poppv! puppy' — I might prevent their beiofj^ 
beggars, if 1 chose it; for I could give 'em as good a 
rent-roll as your lordship. * 

Lord F. Ay, old fellow, but yon will not do that — 
for that would be acting like a Christian, and thou art 
a barbarian, slap my vitals. 

Sir T. Udzuokers ! Now six such words more, and 
III forgive them directly. 

Love. *Slife, sirTunbelly, you should do it»and bleii 
yourself Ladies, what say you ? 

Aman. Good sir Tunbelly, you must consent 

Ber, Come, you have been young yourself, sir Tan* 
belly. 

Str T. Well tb u, if I roust, I must ; but lum— torn 
that sneering lord out however, and let me be revenged 
on somebody. But first look whether I am a barbarian 
or not; there, children, I join your bands; and when 
I'm in a better humour, I'll give yon my blessing. 

Love. Nobly done, sir Tunbelly ; and we shall see 
you dance at a grandsi^n's christening yet. 

Miss H. By goies though. 1 don't understand this. 

What, an't I to be a lady after all f only plain Mri, 

What*s my husband's name« nurse? 

Nurse. . Squire Fashion. 

Afui H. Squire, is be.'— Well, that's better than no- 
thing. • 

Lord F. Now I will pot on a philosophic air, and 
«how these people, that it is not possible to pat a man 
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of mj qgality qpt of ooaoleimnoe. [Aiide] Deir Twit, 
■inoe tliinipi are lalieo oot, pr'jthee (pve me leave tb 
wish thee joy ; I do it de bon ocBor, atrike me dambf 



Yoa have married into a fiiroily of ffreat politeoew and 
uncommon elegance of manners, and yoar bride anpeart 
to be a lady b^nliful in person, modest in her oeport- 



ment, refined in her senttmenUt and of niee meralily, 
split my windpipe! 
Uiss H. By goles, hosbaod, break Us bones, if he 



'^ Young F. Your lordship may keep np yonr spirits 
with your {grimace, if yon please ; I snail support mine 
by sir Tunbelly's favour, with this lady and three thoo- 
sand pounds a vear. 

Lord F. Well, adieu, Tarn — ladies, I kiss yonr hands. 
Sir Tnnbelly, I shall now quit Ibis thv den; but while 
I retain the use of my arms, I shall ever remember 
thoa art a demn'd, horrid savage; Ged demo me. 

[Exit. 

Sir T, By the mass, 'tis well he's gone — for I snoold 
ha' been provoked, by-and-by, to ha' dun un a mischief. 
Well, if this is a lord, 1 think Hoyden has luck o'ber 
side, in troth. 

CoL r. She has indeed, sir Tnnbelly— ;-bnt I hear 
^ the fiddles ; his lordship, I know, bad provided 'em. 

Love. O, a dance and a bottle, sir Tnnbelly, by all 



Sir T, I had forgot the company below ; well — what 
— we most be merry then, haP and dance and drink, 
ha? Well, fore George, vou shan't sav I do these things 
by halves. Son-in-law there looks like a hearty rogoe, 
'so we'll have a night on't: and which of tliese ladies 
will be the old man's partner, ha? — ^'Bcod, 1 don't 
know how I came to be in so good a hnnmur. 

Ber, Well, sir Tunbelly, my friend and 1 both will 
endeavour to keep you so : you have done a generous 
action, and are enlitfed to our attention, if yon should 
be at a loss to divert your new gaests, we will assist 
you to relate to them the plot of your daughter's mar^ 
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rihge, uid hit lordship's deserved mortificaUoD ; • snb- 
jeot which perhaps may afford no bad evening^a eater> 
tainment 

Sir T, 'Bcod, with all my heart ; though I am a main 
bungler at a long story. 

- Ber. Never fear, we will assist you, if the tale is 
judged worth being rejieated ; but of this yoo may ht 
assured, that while the intention is evidently to please, 
British auditors will ever be indulgent to the errors of 
the performanoe. lExeuut. 
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ACT THE FIRST. 




SCENB I. 

Enter Woodlet and Dimity. 

Dim. Po ! po !— ^no saoh thin^ 1 tell yoa, 

Mr. Woodlej, yon are a mere novioe in Uie§e afikirt. 

Wood* Nay, bat litten to reason, Mrs. Dimity — has 
not yoar master, Mr. Dmgget, invited me down to 
his coantry seat, in order to give me his daughter 
Nanoy in marriage; and with whi^t pretence can he 
now break off? 

Dim, What pretence! — ^yoa put a body out of all , 
patience — Bat go on yoor own way, sir; my advice is 
all lost upon yoa. 

Wood, Yon do me injastice, Mrs. Dimity — ^yoar 
advice has governed my whole oondaot — Have not I 
fixed an intmrnt in the yoang lady's hearth 

Dim, An interest in a fiddlestick! — ^yoo oaght to 
have^made love to the father and mother — what, do 
yon think the way to eel a wife,^ at this time of day, 
18 by speaking fine thinj 



hings to the lady you have a 
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Dim, And, praj, can 70a do better tban follow Uie 
fashion? 

Nan. Ah ! I know there's a ^hion for now bomiets, 
and a fiuhion for dreMingf the hair — bat I never heard 
of a fashion for the heart 

Dim. Why then, my dear, the heart moelly follows 
the fashion now. 

Nm. Does it?— pray who seU the fiuhion of the 
heart? 

Dim. All the fine ladies in London, o'mj oon- 



Nan. And what's the last new faaUon, pray? 

Dim. Why, to marry any fop that has a few, dooeit- 
fal, ameable appearances aboot him ; something of a 
pert phrase, a gooNi operator for the teeth, and atolermble 
tailor. 

Nan. And do thej marry without loving? 

Dim. Oh! marrying for love has been a great while 
oat of fashion. 

Nan. Why, then 111 wait till that fashion ooraei op 
again. 

Dim. And then, Mr. Lovelace, 1 reckon— 

Nan. Pshaw! I don't like him ; he talks to me as if 
he was the most miserable man in the world, and the 
confident thing looks so pleas'd with himself all tlie 
while. — I want to marry for love, and not for oard- 
playiog — I should not be able to bear the life my sister 
leads with sir Charles Racket— and I'll forfeit my new 
cap, if thev don*t qoarrel soon. 

Dim. On, fie! no! thev won't qoarrel yet awhile. 
-^A qoarrel in three weeks after marriage, wovid bo 
somewhat of the qoiekest — By-and-by wo shall hear 
of their whims and their hamonrs— Well, hot if yon 
don't like Mr. Lovelaoe, what say yoo to Mr. W«MkU 
ley? 

Nan. I don't know what to fay. 
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BONG. 

(Introduced at Cowent Garden by Miu £. BoUon.) 

WRITTIN BT MR. PARKY. 

I once resoW^d to laugh tt love. 

And all hit mandates brare; 
But when he oame in Woodlej's form, 
I soon beoanie his slave; 

I tried in rain 

To break the chain 
With which mj heart was bound; ^ 

The more 1 strove 

To vanqnish love, 
He more I felt the wound. 

Twas silly quite I found to oope, 

With one so skilVd in art: 
FoT'WhiUt I gan'd on Woodlej's eje, 
Loye stole away my heart ; 

But I'll not ftigb» 

No, no, not I, 
If he but fidtfaful prove ; 

For nong^t lo me, 

Oan ever be. 
So sweet at mutual loTe. 

Re-enter Woodley. 

Wood, My sweetest angel ! I have beard all, and my 
iMarl overflows jwitb love and gratitude. 

A«ls. Ah! but I did not know yon was listening. 
Yea should not have betrayM me so. Dimity; I shall 
be angry with you. 

Dun, Well, I'll take mv ehanoe for that— Ron both 
into my room, and say all your pretty things to one 
another there, for here eomes the old gentleman— make 
haste away. lEaeeunt Woodley and Nancy. 

Enter Dbuogst. 
Drug. A forward presuming coxcomb !--Dimity, do 
yon stet to Mrs. Drugget, and tend her hither. 
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Dim, Yes, sir ^It works apon him^ I see. 

lAsidCf and exit. 

Drug, The Tew-trees onght not to oe cat, becanse 
they'll nelp to Keep off the aast, and I am too near the 
road already — a sorry, ignorant fop!— When I am in 
so fine a situation, and can see eyery carriage that soes 
by.-^And then to abuse the nurseryman's rarities N— A 
finer suckinfi^ pig in lavender, with sage growing in his 
belly, was never seen! — And yet lie wants me not to 

have it — But have it I will. ^There's a fine tree of 

knowledge too, with Adam and Eve in juniper ; Eve*s 
nose not quite grown, but it's thought in the spring 
it will be very forward — IMl.haye that too, with the ser- 
pent in ground-ivy — ^two poets in wormwood— I'll have 
them both. Ay, and there's a lord mayor's feast' in 
honeysuckle, and the whole oonrt of aldermen in bom- 
beam ; with the dragon of Wantley in box — all — all — 
I'll have 'em all, let my wife and Mr. Lovefabce say 
what they will. 

Enter Mas. Drugget. 

Mrs, D, Did you send for me, lovey ? 

Drug, The yew-trees- sliall be outulolhe giants of 
Guildhall, whether yon will or not. 

Mrs, D, Sure my own dear will do as he pleases. 

Drug. And the pond, though you praise the {rreen 
banks, shall be wali'd round, and I'll have a lilUe fal 
boy in marble, spouting up water in the middle. 

Mrs. D, My sweet, who hinders yoiif 

Drtig, Yes, and I'll buy the nurseryman's whole 
catalogne — Do you think, after retiring to live all the 
way here, almost ibur miles from London, that I won't 
do as I please in my own garden P 

Mrs, D. Mv dear, but why are you in sneha passion P 

Drug. I'll have the lavender pig, and the Adam and 
Eve, and the dragon of Wantley, and all of 'em — and 
there shan't be a more romantic spot on the London 
road than mine. 

Mrs. D, I'm sure it's as pretty as hands can make it 

Drug, I did it all myself, and I'll do mofe^And Mr. 
Luvelaoe shan't have my daughter. 
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' Mn, P. Not what's tbe matter now, Mr. Drugcel? 

Drug, He shall learn better manners than to abuse 
in j honse and gardens. — ^Yoo pnt him in the head of it, 
bat I'll disappoint je both — And so ^oo may go and 
tell Mr. LoTelaoe that tbe match is ooite off. 

Mr$. D. I oan't comprehend all tliis, not I---bat I'll 
tell him so, if ^oa please, my dear — I am willing to 
i;iye myself pain, if it will me yoa pleasnre : mast I 
me myself pain? — Don't ask me, pray don't — ^I don't 
like pain. 

Drug, 1 am resolT'd, and it shall be so. 

Mrs. D. Let it be so then. \Crk$] Oh! oh! croel 
man ! I shall break my heart if tbe match is broke off 
— if it is not oonolnded to-morrow, send for an ander- 
taker, and bary me the next day. 

Drug, How! I don't want that neither— 

Mrs. D. Oh! oh!— 

Drtcg. 1 am year lord and master, my dear, bot not 
yonr executioner — ^Before George, it mast never be 

said that my wife died of too much compliance 

Cheer np^ my love— ^ud this affair shall be settled as 
soon as sir Charles and lady Racket arrive. 

Mrt, D, Yoa bring me to life again— -—Yon know, 
my sweet, what an happy conple sir .Charles and his 
lady are— Why shoala not we make onr Nancy as 
happy? 

Re-enter Dimity. 

Dim, Sir Charles and his lady, ma'am. 

Mrs. i>. Oh ! charming! I'm transported with joT— 
Wbere are they? I long to see 'em ! [i4nt. 

Dim, Well, sir; the coaple are arriv'd. 

Drug. Yes, they do live nappy indeed. 

Dim, Bot how long will it last? 

Druff, How long! don't forbode^any ill, yon jado— 
don't, I say.^lt will last during their lives, I hope. 

Dim, Well, mark the end of it— Sir Charles, 1 know, 
is gay and good hamour'd — ^bat he can't bear the least 
contradiction, no, not in the merest trifle. 

i^ru^. Hold yoar tongue— hold yoor tongue. 
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Dim. Yety sir, I haye done>-HUi4 yet there ii in the 
oompositioo of ur Charles a oertaia humour, which, j 
like the flyings gout, ffives no dittwlMUiee to the &Milj 
till it wtUet in the bead— When onee it fixes thera, 
meroj on every body abont hia ! hot here he eones. 

{£nt. 

Enter Sir Charles Racket* 

Sir C. My dear sir, I kiss your hand^bet wkj stand, 
on ceremony ? To find yon ap thos late, mortifies me 
beyond expression. 

Drv^. 'TIS bot onee in a way, sir Charles. 

^r C. My obligations to yon are inexpressible ; yon 
hnve given me the most amiable of girls; o«r tempers 
accord like unisons in mnsio. . 

Drtkg, Ah! that's what makes sm happy in my old 
days ; my children and my garden are all my care. 

Sir C. And my friend lAvelaee— he is to have oor 
sister Nancy, I nncl. 

Drtur. Why my wife b so minded. 

Sir C. Oh» bv all means, let her lie made happy — ^A 
very pretty fellow Lovelace --> And as to that Mr.— • 
Woodley I think yon call him~he is bnt a plain, under- 
bred, iU-feshioned sort of a— nobody knows him ; he 
is not one of ns— Oh, by all- means marry her to one 
of us.- 

Drug. I believe it most be so — ^Wonld yon take any 
refreshment P 

Sir C. Nothing in nature — it is tisM to retire. 

Drvg, Well, well! good night then, sir Charlei— 
Ha! here comes my dangfater—- — (3ood night, nt 
Charles. 

^r C, Bon repos. 

Drug. [Going out] My lady Racket, Vm glad to 
hear how happy yon are, I won't detain yon now — 
there's your good man waiting for you — ^good night, 
my girl. [tnt. 

StrC, I must humour this old pott, in order to-be 
remember'd in his will. 
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Enter Lady Rackjet. 

LadyR, O lal-^rm quite iatigiiM— I eui htrdly 
moye — why don't yoa help me, yon bnrbnrons num? 

Sir C, There, take my arm— Waf erer things so prnttr 
made to walk? ^ 

Lady R. Bat I won't be langk'd at^-I don't 1ot« 
yoa. 

SvrC, Don't yoa? 

LadyR, No. Dear me! thk glove! whydontyon 
kelp me off with my glore? pehaw !>— — Yoa awkward 
thing, let it alone; yoa an't fit to be abont me» 1 might 
at well not be married, for any nse yoo are o f r ea ch 
me a chair->yoa haTO no co m pamion for me^I am ao 
clad to tit down — why do yon dra^ me to rants f->Yoa 
know I hate 'em. 

SirC, Oh! there's no exi»tin||[, no breathing, onlem 
one doea as other people of fashion do. 

LadyR» But Vm oat of hamoor; I lost all my 
money. 

iSirC. Howmneh? 

Lady R. Three hundred. 

Sir U, 'Never fret for that--I don't valne three ban- 
dred poands to contribute to yonr happinem. 

LadyR. Don't you? — Not valne throe hondred 
poonds to please me ? 

Sir C. Yoo know I don't. 

Ladn R, Ah! yoo fond fool! ^Bot I hate gaming 

•—It almost metamorphoses a woman into a fury 

Do yon know that I was frightened at myself several 

times to-night 1 had an huge oath at ihe very tip of 

my tongue. 

SirC, Had ye? 

Lady R. I caoght myself at it^-aad so I bit ray lips 
—•—and then I was orauim'd ap in a comer of tlie room 
with sooh a strange party at a whistrtable, looking at 
blade and red spots— ^did yoo mind 'em? 

iSir C. Yon know I was busy elsewhere. 

LadyR, Thera was that strange, niiacconnUble 
woman, Mrs. NighUhade— She behav'd so strangely X» 
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her hasbftod, a poor, inoffensive, gopd-nalar'd, good 

sort of a g^od-for-nolhinff kind of man bat she so 

ieaz'd him — "How ooold yon play Ihat card? Ah, 

joa've a head, and so has a pin You're a noDiacall, 

^ott know you are Ma'am, he has the poorest Itesd 

in the world, he does not know what he is about ; you 
" kndw you don't — ^AJb, ie! I'm asham'd of yon !" 

Sir C, She has serv'd to divert you, I see. 

Lady R. And then, to crown all — there was my lady 
Glackit, who runs on with an eternal volubility of no- 
thing^, out of all season, time, and place— In the very 

midst of the game she begins '< Lard, ma'am, I was 

apprehensive 1 should not be able to wait on your 
Ia'sh]p-~-mvpoor liltledoe, Poropey — the sweetest ttiiai^ 
in the world— a spade led! — there's tlie knave — ^I was 
letching a walk, me'm^ the other morning; in the Park — 
a fine frosty morning it was — I love frosty weather of 
all things — let me look at ihe last trick — and so, me'm, 
little Pompey — and if your la'ship was to see the dear 
creature pincb'd with the frost, and mincing his steps 
along the Mall — with his pretty, little, innocent Cmsc — 
I vow I don't know what to play — and so, me'm, while 
I was talking to captain Flimsey — ^^our la'ship knows 
cllptain Flimsey — notiiing but rubbish in my nand— I 
can't help it — and so, me'm, five odious frights of dop 
beset mv poor little Pompey — ^the dear creature has the 
heart of a lion, but who can resist five at once? — ^And 
so Pompey barked for assistance — the hurt he received 
was upon his chest — the doctor would not advise him 
to venture out till the wound is heal'd, for fear of an 
infiammation— Pray what's trumps?" 

Sir C. My dear, you'd make a most excellent actress. 

Lady R. Well, now let's go to rest — but, sir Gliarles, 
how shockingly yon play'd that last rubber, when 1 
stood looking over you ! < 

Sir C. My love, I play'd the truth of tlie game. 

Lady R. No, indeed, my dear, vou play'd it wrong. 

Sir-C. Po! nonsense! you dona uiKierstand it. 

Lady R, I beg your pardon,' I'm* allowed to piny 
better than you. 
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Sir C. All eonoeit, m^ dear ; I was perfectly right 

Lady R. No snob Ibiog, sir Charles; the diamond 
was the play. 

SirCt Po! po! ridicoloas! the clab was the card, 
agiunst the world. 

Lady A. Oh! no, no, no, I say it was fhe diamond. 

Sir C. Zonnds ! madam, I say it was the dob. 

Lady R. What do jon fly into sooh a passion for ? 

Sir u. 'Sdeath and fary ! do yon think I don't know 
what Fm about? 1 tell yon once more the dab was the 
judgment of it. 

■Lady R, May be «>— have it your own way. 

(WaUa about and tingt. 

SirC. Vexation! yon're the strangest woman that 
eirer lit'd; tbere^s no conversing with you — Look've 
here, my ladT Backet—it's the dearest case in the 
world, rll make it plain in a moment. 

LadyR. Well, sir! ha, ha, ha! 

[ With a tneering laugh. 

Sir C. I had four cards )eft~a tramp was Ira — they 
were six— >no, no, no, they were seren, and we nine— 
then, YOU know — the beauty of the play waste — 

Lady R, Well, now it's amaane to me, that fon 
can't see it— give me leave, sir Charles— your left band 
adversarv had led his last trump— and he bad before 
finess'd the club, and rongh'd thediamond — now if you 
had put on your diamond — 

SirC. SSoons! madam, but we play'd for the odd 
trick. 

Lady A. And sore the play for the odd trick— 

Sir v. Death and fury ! can't you hear me ? 

Lady R. Go on, sir. 

Sir C. Zoons! hear me, I say — ^Will you hear me? 

Lady R. I never heard the like in my life. 

[UuffU a Tune, and vnUk* about fretfully. 

SirC, Why then you are enough to provoke the 
patience of a stoic. (LookM at her; she tooths about, 
and laughs uneasily'] Very wdl, madam — yon know no 
more. of the game than yemr Other's. leaden Hercules 
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on Um top of the boose — ^yoa know no more of whut 
tluHi he doeft of g«nleiiiji|^. 

IjidyR. Ha»ha»Iia! 

[Tuket out a GUmu, and tettlet her Hair, 

Sir C. You're a vile woman, and Tlfnot sleep aaotiier 
niffht nffdot mob roof with jtoq. 

jLadu H, At jon pleaae, sir. 

Sir C. Madam, it aball be at I pUaae-^'ll oMer mv 
ohariot this moment. [Going] I know how the oanis 
shoahl be play'd aa well aa any man in Bmflaad, that 
let me tell joa. IGoing] And wheA yoor mmilj were 
sfandingr behind ooonten, meaaniin^ oot tape, and 
bartering for Whiteohapel needles, mj anoestors, mj 
anoeaton, madam, were aqnandering awaj whole estates 
at eards ; whole estates, my lady Raoket. [She hums m 
Tune, and he looks at her] Why then, by all that's dear 
to me, rll never exchange another word with yon, 
good, bad, or indifferent — ^Ixmkye, my lady Raoket— 
thus it stood — the trump being led, it was then my 
business — 

Lady R. To |>lay the diamond, to be sura. 

Sir C. Damn it, i have done with yon for ever, and 
BO von may tell your fiither. [£rtt. 

LadvR, What a namion the gentleman's in! ha, ha! 
[Laugks in a peeoisn Manner] I promise him I'll not 
give up my judgnmnt. 

/ie-enter Sir Charles Racket. 

Sir C. My ladv Racket, lookye, ma'am — once more, 
out of pore good nature — 

Ijody R, Sr, i am oonvinc'd of yonr good nature. 

Sir C. That, and that only, prevails with me to tell 
you the olnb was the play. 

Lady R, Well, be it so— I have no objection. 

Sir C. It's the dearest point in the world— we were 



LadyR. And for that very reason-^you know the 
elob was the best in the boose. 

Sir C. There is no snoh thing as talking to you~> 
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You're a bue woman — ^111 part from yoa for ever ; you 
may live here with yoar father, and admire his fantas- 
tical oTergreens, tiH yoo grow ai fantastical yourself— 
I'll set out for London this instant — [Stops at the Door] 
The club was not the best in the house. 

Lady K. How oalra you are! Well!— 1*11 «> to bed 
— will you come?— You had Better — come then — you 
shall oome to bOd — not oomelo bed when I ask you! — 
Poor sir Charles! [Looks and laughs; then exit. 

Sir C. That ease is provoking. [Crosses to the oppo- 
site Door where jft« went otW] I tell tou tlie diamond 
was not the play, and i here lake my nnal leave of you. 
[WaUct back as fast as he can"] J am resolved upon it, 
and I know the club was not the best in the house. 

[Exit. 
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SCENE I. 
Enter Dimitt. 
Vim, Ha^ ha, ha! oh, beayens! I shall expire in a 
Rt of langbiDg— this is tlie modish couple tnat were 
so happj — Boch a qaarrel as they have had— the whole 
hoQse IS in an aproar — ha, ha! a rare oroof of the hap- 
piness they enjoy in high life. 1 shall nerer hear peo- 
Je of fashion mentioned again bat I shall be ready to 
ie in a fit of laughter — ho> ho, ho ! this is Uiree weeks 
after marriage, I think. 

Enter Druoobt. 
Drug. Hey! how! what's the matter, Dimity? — 
What am 1 oall'ddown stairs for? 
Dim, Why, there's two people of fiuhion — 

ISt^ a laugh. 
Drug, Why, yon saooy minx! — Explain thia mo- 
ment. 

Dim, The fond couple have been together by the 
rnn this half hour — Are you satisfied now? 
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Drug, Ay !~wliM> inye Uiej quarrell'd— what wu 
it about ? 

Dim. Somethintc above my cobiprebention* and joars 
too, I believe — People in 'liig^li life understand tbeir 
own foruM best — ^Aod here oomes one that can unriddle 
the whole affair. ^ [£xit. 

Enter Sir Charles Racket. 

Sir C. [To the People within] 1 saj let the horses be 
pat to this momenlr-^, Mr. Ilrup^t. 

Drug, Sir Charles, here's a ternble bustle-*I did not 
expect this — what can be the matter? 

Sir C. I havelieen os'd bj vonr daughter in so base, 
so oontemptnous a manner, that 1 am determined not 
ta staj in this house to-night. 

Drug, This is a thunderbolt to me! After seeing how 
eleganUj and fashionabU yon liv'd together, to find 
now all sunshine Tanisb'd-^Do, sir Charles, let me heal 
tliis breach, if possible. 

Sir C. Sir, 'Us impossible^ I'll not live with her a 
dny longer. 

Drug. Nay, nay, don't be over hasty— let me entreat 
yon, go to bed and sleep upon il— in the morning, 
when you're oool — v 

Sir C. Oh, sir, I am very cool, I assure— ha, ba !— it 
is not in her power, sir, to a a— to disturb the sere- 
nity of my temper — Don't imagine that I'm in a passion 
— ^I'm not so easily ruffled as you nay imagine— But 
qaietly and deliberately I can repay the injuries done 
ine by a false, nn^^ateful, deceitful wife. 

Drug, llie injuries done you by a false, ungrateful 
wife I My daughter, I hope— 

Sir C, Her character is now fully known to me — 
she's a yile woman ! that's all 1 have to say, sir. 

Drug. Hey! how! — a vile woman— what has she 
done— 1 hope she is not capable — 

Sir C, I shall enter into no detail, Mr. Drugget; the 
time and circumstances won't allow it at present-*—^ 
But depend upon it 1 have done with her a low, 
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uDpolisli'd, miedoosted, false, impufiDg See if the 

hones are pot to. 
Drug, Meroy on me ! in my old days to hear this. 

Enter Mrs. Drugget. 

Mrt, D. Detiver me! I am all over in soch a tremble 

Sir Charles, I shall break my heart if there's any 

thio}^ amiss. 

Svr C. Madam, I un very sorry, for yonr sake 

bat there is no possibility of living with her. 

Mrs. D, My poor dear girl ! Wliat can she haTe 
done? 

Sir C, What all her sex can do; the very spirit of 
them all. 

Dntg. Ay, ay, ay ! — She's brining fonl dira^raoe apo* 
ns T liis cones of her marrying a man or fashion. 

Sir C. Fashion, sirl — that should have instmcted her 
better— she might have been sensible of her happiness 
— Whatever fon may think of the fortune toq gave 
her, my rank in life claims respeot^daims obedience, 
ftltention, truth, and love, from one raised in the world, 
as she has been by an alliance with me. 

Drug, And let me tell yon, however yon may esti- 
mate yonr quality, my daughter is dear to me. 

Sir C. And, sir, my character istdear to me. 

Yet yon must give me leave to tell you — 
I won't hear a word. 
Not in behalf of my own daughter.' 
C Nothing can excuse her— 'tis to no porpose— 
she has married above her ; and if that oircamstanoe 
makes the ladv forget herself, she at least shall see that 
I can, and will support my own dignity. 

Drug, But, sir, 1 have a right to ask — 

Mrs, D. Patience, my dear; be a little otAm, 

Drug, Mrs. Drugget, do yon have patience; I most 
and will inquire. 

Mrs, D, Don't be so hasty, m v love ; have some 
respect for sir Charles's rank; don^t be violent with a 
man of his fashion. 



Drug, y 
SirC, It 
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Drug, Hold joor tbngae, woman, I MV-^joa're not 

a person of fashion at least My daughter was ever 

a good girl. 

Sir C. I have found her out. 

DriAg. Oh ! then it is all orer — and it does not sig- 
nify arguing about it. 

Mn. D. That ever 1 should live to see this hour! 
how the unfortunate girl could take such wickedness 
in her head, 1 can't imagine — Fll go and speak to the 
nnhappj creature tliis moment. [£xif. 

5trv* •^bo stands detected now — detected in her 
truest colours. 

Drug* Well, fi;rieTons as it majr be, let me hear the 
circumstance of this unhappy business. 

Sir C. Mr. Drugget, I have not leisure now — ^but her 
behaviour has been so exasperating, that 1 shall make 
the best of my way to town — My mind is fixed— She 
sees me no more ; and so, your serv&nt, sir. [^Exit. 

Drug, Whitt a calamity has here befallen us! a good 

S'rl, and so well disposed, till the evil communication of 
gn life, and fashionable vices, turn'd her to folly. [Exit. 

Rc'enter Mbs.Dbuooet and Dimity, with Lady 
Racket. 

Lady B, A cruel, barbarous man I to quarrel in this 
naaceonntable manner, to alarm the whole honse^ and 
expose me and himself too. 

Mfs. D. Oh, child ! I never thought it would have 
come to this — your shame won't end here! it will be 
all over St. James's parish by to-morrow morning. 

iMdy R. Well, if it must be so, there's one comfort, 
tlie storjr will tell more to his disgrace than mine. 

Dim, As Vm a sinner, and so it will, madam. H^ 
deserves what he has met with, I think. 

Mrt, D, Dimity, don't you encourage her — yoji 
shock me to hear yon speak so — I did not think you 
had been so harden'd. , 

Lady R, Harden'd do you call it?— I have Kv*d/ 
the world to very little purpose, if such trifles r- *^ 
are to disturb my rest. 
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Mrt, D. Yon wicked giri!— Do yoiFoaU it a trifle to 
be ffuiitj of falsehood to jour hasiiattd. 

Lady A. How ! [Turns short and gUares at her] Well, 
I protest and tow I doii*t oomprehend all this — has sir 
Coarles aeeos'd me of anj iioproprietj in mj con- 
daot ? 

Mrs. D. Ohl too tnie, be baa — be baa found jou oot, 
and jou have bebav'd basely, be saja. 

Lady R. Madam ! 

Mrs. D. YoQ have &llen into frailty, like many otbers 
of yoor sex, be sajs; and b^ u reaol? 'd to come to a 
separation directly. 

Lady A. Why then, if he ia so base a wretch aa to 
dishonoar me in that manner, bis heart shall aohe before 
1 live with him again. 

Dim. Hold to that, ma'am, and let his head ache into 
the bargain. 

Lady R, Then let your doors be open'd for him this 
very moment — let him return to Londou^if be does 
not, I'll lock myself op, and the false one shan't ap- 
proach me, though he he^ od bis knees at my very door 
— a base, injurious man ! [Exit. 

Mrt, D, Dimity, do let ns follow, and bear what she 
has to say for herself. \Exit, 

Dim, She has excuse enough, I warrant her— >What 
a noise is here indeed ! — I have liv'd in polite familiea, 
where there was no such bustle made about nothing. 

[Exit, 

Be-enter Sir Charles Rackbt atid Drvgobt. 

Sir C. Tis in vain, sir; my resolution is taken— 

DrUF . Well, but consider, I am her father — indulge 
me only till we bear what the girl has to say in ber 
defence. 

SirC, She can have nothing to say no excuse 

oan palliate such behaviour. 

Drtig. Don't be too positive — there may be some 
misuke. 

Sir C. No mi8take-<-di4 not I see ber, bear her my- 
self? ^ 



SC8ME 1. AFTER MARRIAGE. 

Drvg. La€k-«-daj ! theai am an nofortiuiate maii I 
Sir C. She will be anfortanate too — with all mj heart 

— the may thaok beraelf-— she might have beea happy^ 

had she been so disposed. 

Drug. Why truly I think she might 

Re-enter Mbs. Druooet. 

Mrs. D. I wish ypa'd moderate your anger a little-- 
and let as talk over this a£fair with temper — ^^y daogh- 
ter denies every tittle of your charge. 

iStrC. Denies it! denies it! 

Mrs, D, She does indeed. 

Sir C. And tliat aggravatea her fault. 

Mt$» D. She vows you never found her out in any 
thing that was wrong. 

Sir C. So ! she does not allow it to be wrong then ! 

Madam, I lell you again, I know her thoroughly ; 

I say, I have found her oat, and I am now acquainted 
with her character. 

Mrs, D, Then von are in opposite stories -she 

swears, my dear Mr. Drugget, the poor girl swears she 
never was guilty of the sniallest inHdeuty to her hus- 
band in her born days. 

Sir C. And what then ?— What if she doea say so ? 

Mrs, D, And if she sa]rs truly* it is hard her ohaiac- 
ter should be blown upon without iust cause. 

Sir C. And is she therefore to behave ill in other 
respects? I never charged her with infidelity to me, 
madam-^there I allow Imr innocent. 

Drttf. And did not you charge her then? 

Sir V, No, sir, I never dreamt of such a thing. 

Drug. Whv then, if Ashe's inaoeent, lei me tell yon, 
you're a aoandalout person. 

Mrs. D. Pr'ythee, my dear — 

Drvg. Be quiet—though he is a man of qpaliW, I 
will t^ him of it-4id net 1 fine for sheriff?— Yes, 
yon are a scandalous person to defame an honest man's 
daughter. 

Sir C. What have you taken into your head now? 

Drug, You charg'd hor with lUseb^od to your bed. 



24 THREE ^EBKS ACT S. 

SirC. No — nerer^ne#r. 

Drug. But i say yoa did — ^yon oalFd joonelf a 
onokold — did not he, wife f 

Mrsi D, Yes, lovey, Fm witness. 

Sir C. Abftttrd ! I said no sooh tiuof . 

Drug. But I aver you did. 

Mrs. D. Yon did indeed, sir. 

Sir C. But I tell you no — ^posilively no. 

Drug, Mr$. D. And I say yes — positively yea. 

SirC. 'Sdealh! this is alt madness— 

Drufr, You said she follow^ the ways of most of 
her sex. 

Sir C. I said so — and what tben^ 

Drug. There he owns it — owns that he oall'd bimselC 
a cuokold-^and without rhytne or reason into the bar- 
gain. 

Sir C. I never own'd any tach thing. 

Drug. Yon own'd it evea now — ^now — new — now. 

Re-enter Dimity, inafitcf Laughing, 

Dim* What do yon think it was all aboni — ha, ha f 
the whole seeret is eome oat, ha, ha! — ^It waa all about 
a game of cards — ha, ha ! — 

Drug. A game of oards! 

XKm. ILmtghing] It was all aboot a olub and a dia« 
mond. [Runt out laughing. 

Drug. And was that all, sir Charles^ 

Sir C And enough too, sir. 

D^rug, And was that what you found her out inP 

Sir C. I can't bear to be oontradicted-when Vm clear 
that I'm in the right. 

Drug, I never heard snoh a heap of nonsense in all 
my life. Why does not he go and beg her pardon, 
then ? 

SirC. I beg ber pardon! I won't debase ntfyself to 
any of you — I shan't forgive her, you may rest asaor'd. 

[Earit. 

Drug. Now there — there's a pretty fellow for yon. • 

Mrs. D, 111 step and prevail on my ladj Racket to 
speak to him— then all will be weiL [Exit. 
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Drug, A ridioulotis fypj iln glad it'suo worse, how- 
ever. 

Enter Nancy. 

So, Nancy— you seem in confusion, my gir\ ! 

^an. How can one belp it?— With all this noise in 
the house, and yonVe gfoing to marry me as ill as my 
sister — I hate Mr. JLiovelaoe. 

i>ni^. Why so, child? 

Nan. I know these people of quality despise us all 
oat of pride, and would be glad to marry us out uf 
avarice. 

Drug. The girl's right 

JVon. They marry one woman, live with another, and 
love only themselves. 

I>rug, And then quarrel about a card. 
' Nan. I don't want to be a gay lady — I want to be 

j5rug. And so ^ou shall — don't fright yourself, child 
— step to your sister, bid her make herself easy — ^go^ 
and comfort her, go. 

Nan. Yes, sir. [Exit. 

Drug. I'll atepand settle the matter with Mr. Wood- 
ley this raomeal. [Exit. 

SCENE II. Another Apartment. 

Sir Charles Racket discovered with a Pack of 
' Cards, in his Hand. 

SirC. Never was any thing like her behaviour-^ 
I can pick out the very cards I had in my hand, and 
then 'tis as plain as the sun— there — now — there— no — 
damn it— no— there it was — now let's see — they had 
four by honours — and we play'd for the odd triok— > 
damnation ! — honours were divided — ay ! honours were 
divided— and then a tramp was led— and the other 
side had the — confusion! — this preposterous woman 
has pot it all out of my head— [Puts the Cards into 
his Pocket'] Mighty well, madam ; I have done witU 
you. 
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Enter Mrs. Drug get. 

Mn. D, Come, iiir Charles, let me prevail Come 

with me and speaJc to her. 

Sir C. I don't desire to see her Ihoe. 

Mrt. D. If yoQ were to see her all bath'd in tears, 
I am sare it would melt yoar verj heart. 

SirC, Madam, it shall be mj^ fault if ever I am 
treated so aniin — I'll have nothing to say to her — 
IGoingy ttopfx Does she give op the point? 

Mrs. D. She does, she agrees to any thinr. 

Sir C. Does she allow that the club was tue play? 

Mrs. D. Just as you please — she's all submisiion^ 

Sir C. Does she own that the club was not the best 
in the house ? 

Mrs, D. She does — she does. 

Sir 'C. Then Til step and speak to her-~— -I neter was 
clearer in any thing in my life. lEgit. 

Mrs. D. iJord love 'em, they'll make it ap now — and 
then they'll be as happy as ever. [£nr. 

Enter Drugget and Lovelace. 

Drug. So, Mr. Lovelaoe! any news from above 
stairs? Is this absurd quarrel at an end—Have they 
made it ujp? 

Love. 6h ! a mere bacatelle, sii^—these little firaoas 
among the belter sort or people never last long-— ele- 
gant trifles cause elegant disputes, and we oome together 
elegantly asain — as you see — for here they oome, in 
perfect good hiimoor. 

Re-enter Sir Charles Racket and Mrs. DAuooETy 
with Lady Racket* 

Sir C. Mr. Drugget, I embrace you ; sir, you see 
me now in the most perfeet harmony of spirits. 

Drug. What, all reconoil'd again? 

Ladu R. All made up, sir— 1 knew how to bring him 
to my lure— This is the first difference, I think, we ever 
had, sir Charles? 

iStr C. And I'll be sworn it shall be the last 
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Drug. 1 am happy at last — Sir Charles, I can spare 
▼ou an image to pat on the top of yoar hoase in 
liondoa. 

SirC, InfiDitely obliged to you. 

Drug» Well, welll — It's tine to retire now-^I am glad 
to see yon reconciled — and now I'll wish yon a good 
night, sir Charles — Mr. Lovelace, this is your way — 
fare ye well both — I am glad your qnarrels are at an 
end—— This way, Mr. Lovelace. 

[Exeunt Uruggetj Mrs, Dnig^et, and Lovelace. 

Lady R. Ah ! yoa"re a sad man, sir Charles, to be> 
have to me as you have done. 

SirC. My dear, I grant it — and sach an absurd 
quarrel too — ha, ha! 

LaduR, Yes — ha, ha!— «bont such a trifle. 

Sir C. It's pleasant how we could both fall into soch 
an error — ^ha, ha! 

Lady R' Rtdiculons, beyond exp^ession^ha, ha! 

Sir C. A.nd then the mistake your &ther and mother 
fell into — ha, ha! 

Lady R, That too is a diverting part of the storv 
— ha, na !-rBut, sir Cliarles, must 1 stay and live wito 
my fkther till I grow as fantastical as bis own ever- 
greens ? 

Sir C. No, no, pr^ytbee^-don't remind me of m v folly. 

Lady A. Ah ! my relations were idl standing behind 
counters, selling Whitecfaapel needles, while your family 
were spending great estates. 

Sir C. Nay, nay, spare my blushes. 

LadyR. How could you say so harsh a thing? — I 
don't love yon. 

Sir C, It was indelicate, I grant it. 

Lady R, Am I a vile woman? 

Sir C. Hbw can you, mv angel ? 

LadyR. I shanH forgive yon!— I'll have you on 
your knees for this. [Swgi, and plays with kirn] — Cro, 



ughty man. — Ah! sir Charles! 
Strd 



Sir C. The rest of my life shall aim at convincing 
yon how siBoerely 1 love- ■ ■ 
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^^-^^y^^' [Sings] Go, tUMfrhty man, 1 oan'l abide 
yoa.--WeUr cotne let us go to rest. [Going] Ah, sir 
Charles!— now it is all over, the diamond ^was the 
play. 

^V C. Oh no, no, no,-^j dear ! ha, ha!— it was the 
olub indeed. 
Ladv K. Indeed, my love, jon're mistaken. 
Sir C, Oh, no, no, no. 

Ladv B. Bat I say, yes, ves, yes— IBath laughing. 
&rC. Pshaw! no Bach thing— ha,'lia! 
Lady R. Tis so, indeed— ha, ha ! 
^ Sir C. No, no, no— youHl make me die with laoeh<- 
ing. ^ 

Lady B. Ay, and you make me laugh too— ha, ha ! 
[Toying wiih him. 
Enter Footman, " 
Footm. Your hononr's cap and slippers. 
SirC, Ay, lay down my nightcap— and here, take 
these shoes off. [He takes them off, and Uai>es them at a 
distance] Indeed, my lady Racket, yv>a make me ready 
to expire with laughing — ha, ha! 

Lady R. You may laugh— but I*m right, notwith- 
standing. 
Sir C. How oan yon say so? 
Ladv R. How can ^oa say otherwise ? 
Sir C. Well now mmd me, my lady Racket— We can 
now talk or this matter in good hamonr — We can dis- 
cuss it coolly. 

Lady R. So we oan— and it's for that reason I ven- 
ture to speak to you— are these the ruffles I bouicht for 
you? 
Sir C. They are, my dear. 

LttdyR. They are very pretty— but indeed you 
played the card wrong. "^ 

SirC. How oan you talk so?— [Somewhat peevish, . 
Lady R,^ See there now-^ 

Sir C. Listen to me — this was the aflair 

LadyR. Pshaw! fiddlestick! hear me first. 
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SirC. Po — no— damn it, let me speak. 

LadyR, Veir well, sir! fly oat again. 

Sir C. Look here now — here's a pack of cards — ^now 
3'ou shall be conTinoed — 

Lady R, Yon maj talk till iQMnorrow ; I know I'm 
right. [ Walks about. 

Sir C. Whj then, by all that's perverse, you are the 
most lieadstrong — Can't you look here now — here are 
the very cards. 

Lady R» Go on ; yon'll find it out at last. 

Sir V. Damn it! will yon let a man show yon. Po ! 
it's all nonsense — ^I'll talk no more about it^rPuts up 
the Cards] Gome, we'll go to bed. [Going] Now only 
stay a moment— [7 a/ee« out the Cards] Now, mind me 
— see here — 

Lady R, No, it does not signify — ^yonr head will be 
clearer in the morning— I'll go to bed. 

Sir C. Stay a moment, can't ye ? 

Lady R, No — my head begins to ache — [Affectedly. 

SirC. Why then, damn the cards — ^tnere — there 
[Throwing the Cards about] and there, and there — 
Von may go to bed by yourself; and confusion seize 
me if I life a moment longer with you — [Putting on 
his Shoes dgaif^] No, never, madam. 

Ijady R. Take your own way, sir. 

Sir C, Now then, 1 tell you once more yon are a vile 
woman. 

LadyR, Ha, ha! don't make me laugh again, sir 
Charles. 

•Sir C. I wish I had never seen your face — ^I wish I 
was a thousand miles off; will you sit d6wn quietly and 
let me convince you P ^SUs down. 

LadyR, I'm disposed to walk about, sir, 1 thank 
yon. 

SirC, Why then, may I perish if ever a block- 
head—an idiot 1 was to marry [W€dks about] such a 
provoking^-impertinent— r6'Ae sits <2m&n]— Damnation ! 
— I am so clear in the thing — she is not- worth my 
notice— [5tt< down^ turns his Back, and looks uneaty] 
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I'll take no ni<ire paios about it — lPmt$e$ for tome 
time^ then looks at her] Ib not it very strange that you 
won't hear me? 

Lady R» Sir, I am very ready to bear yoa. 

Sir 6. Very well then — very well — ^my dear — ^yoa 
remember how the game stood. 

LadyR. I wish you'd antie my neoklaoe, it harts 
me. 

Sir C. Why can't you listen ? 

Lady R. I bell yoa it burls me terribly. 

SirC. Why thus — ^you may be as wrong as yon 
please, and may I nerer hold four by hononrs, if I ever 
endeayour to set you right again. lExit. 

He-enter Drugget, Mrs. Drugget, a?Ml Lovelace; 
with WoooLEY and Nancy. 

Drug, What's here to do now ? 

Ladv R. Never was such a man bom — ^I did not say 
a word to the gentleman — and yet lie has been raving 
about the room like a madman. 

Drug. And about a club again, I sappose.-^Come 
luther, Nancy ; Mr. Woodley, she is yours for life. 

Mrs, D. My dear, how can you be so — 

Drug. It shall be so—take her for life, Mr. Wood- 
ley. 

Wood, My whole life shall be devoted to her happi- 
ness. < 

Love. The dei'il! and so I am to be left in the luroh 
in this manner, am I? 

LadyR. Oh! this is onl^ one of those polite dis- 
putes which people of quality, who have nothing else 
to diffiar about, must always be liable to — ^This will all 
be made up. 

Drug. Never tell me— it's loo late now— Mr. Wood- 
ley, I recommend my girl to your care — I shall have 
nothing now to think of but my greens, and my 
images, and my shrubbery — though, mercy on all mar- 
ried folks, say I ! for these wrangnngs are, I am afraid, 
what we mast all come to« 
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LadyR. [Advancing] What we must all come to? 
What?— Come to what? 
Must broils and qoarrels be the marriage lot ? 
If that's the wise, deep meaaing of oar poet, 
The man's a fool ! a blockhead ! and Til show it. 

Wha^ould indace him in an age so nice, 
So fam'd for virtue, so refin'd from vice. 
To form a plan so trivial, false, and low ? 
As if a belle conld qaarrel with a bean. 
Shun strife, ye fair, and once a contest o'er. 
Wake to a blaise the dying flame no more. [^Exeunt* 
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ThefoUowing AIR is omitted in the Repretentation, 

A IE. — NAKCT. 

When first the dear joath passing bj 

Disclos'd his fair rorni to mj sight, 
I gaz'd, but I coald not tell why ; 

My heart it went throb with delight. 
As nearer be drew^ those sweet ejes 

Where with their dear meaning so bright, 
I trembled, and lost in sarprise, 

Mj heart it went throb with delight 
When his lips their dear accents did try 

The return of mj love to excite, 
I feign*d, yet began to gness why 

My heart it went throb with delight. 
We chang*d the stol'n glance, the fond smile. 

Which lovers alone read aright ; 
We look'd, and we sighM, yet the while 

Our hearts they went throb with delight. 
Consent I soon blnsh*d, with a sigh, 

My promise I yentur'd to plight; 
Come, Hymen, we then shallknow why 

Our hearts they go throb with delight. 
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TWENTY PER CENT. 

Although very saccesflfol in its first represen- 
tation, was acted bnt fonr nights. It wonld not 
have been inserted in this collection, but that 
there was strong evidence, from anonymous let* 
ters and other conveyances of ** friendly hints," 
that a combination of persons, who are no enemies 
to receiving ** Twenty fer Cent.*' in real life,v 
were unwilling to allow the anthor so much inte- 
rest on the stagie. The story is from the French, 
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out Dunsford Mr. Gattie. 

Chmles Dunsf'md, his Son Mr. fiftrnard. 

Gripe, an old Usurer Mr. Bartley. 

Timothy^ Vaiet to Charles Mr. Harlej. 

Jacob, Servant to old Dunsford, • . Mr. Oxberrj. 

f Mr. Minton. 

V Mr.Maddooka. 

Tradetmcn, Creditors of CharUs . } ^J; S^'le^^' 
/ Mr. Rvana. 
^ Mr. liaxlon. 

•Servant Mr. Appleb^r. 

Ijody Emily, a young rick Widow . Mra. Orger. 
Fanny, her Attendant Miss Kelly. 

SCEKE—Bath. 

Time — That of RepresetUalion. 



ACT THE FIRST. 




SCENE I. Ah Apartment. 
Enter Lady Emily and Fanny. 

Lady E. No, Fanny, no, I tell yon once more, mooli 
as joq think me in love, Pll nerer have him withont his 
father's consent. 

Fanny. Then who else will jon please to marry, ma- 
dam? 

LadyE. Who else? Why, no one else. He'saliltki 
wild ; DQt heMl reform : his extrava^nce has so mnoh 
of liberality and benerolenee, that it takes away one 
half of his foll^. 

Fanny. While yon shnt yonr eyes on the other. 

Lady E. How wonld yon act in my place, Fanny? 

Fanny. As yon do, I dare say, madam. Ladies and 
lovers, and servants and sweethearts, have much the 
same feelings, only they've a different way of express- 
ing them. 

Lady E. Indeed ! then, I soppose, while Mr. Danif- 
fiord is respeetfully paying his addresses to me ia.tiie 
drawing-room—— 
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Fanny, Mr. Timothj, his gentleman, courts uie in the 
kitchen. 

Lady £. The niMler makes me jealous by flirting 
with another ladj, who is seen to pay him a visit. 

Fanny, And. the man pnts me in a passion by keeping 
company with another lady's^woman. 

Lady E. 1, pretending to be quite easy abroad, shed 
torrents of tears at home, am denied to my lover, and, 
for the sake of appearanoes, am obliged to be dvil to 
my rival. 

Fanny. While I, reddening like a Inrkey, bang the 
street door in Tim's face, and box the ears of his minx 
in the first place I meet her. 

^ Lady £. I coold forgive Iris extravagance — bat, no; 
since he can find charms and attractions in another 

Enter Jacob. 
Welt, who's thit; [Goes vp the Stage, 

Fanny. Do you hear, sir^ Tell the lady who yon are. 

Jacob. 1 mnnna. 

Fanny. You munna? Why then walk down stairs 
again. 

Jacok. We be «t Bath, ben't we ^ And this be a Mg- 
ing-honae? , 

Fanny. Is that any reason why you shonld break ittto 
ladv Emilv's apartments P 

Jacob, No, that ben'l the reason ; I know it be My 
Bmily'a apartment; and found it oat clever eoovgh, as 
soon as ibey showed I the door— seeing is I be onlerad 
to bring her a letter from one squire Dansford. 

Lady E. A letter ! and from Donsford ? I won't take it. 

Fanny. That's right; doa'ti mj My ; at least, dont 
take it at first. — Gome, sir, set oflTwith yoor impadeooe, 
ibr my lady won't lake it. 

Jaco6. 1 shall. leave it tfaougl^; forsqvire Doosford 
sent I on purpose. 

Fanny. Then it was very rude of him not to lead bia 
owngentleniao. Where's Timothy^ 

l»uiichet the Letter Jrvm hun^ tmd gwe$ U to Lady 
Emily, 
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Jacob, Naj, how shoald I knowf This BaUi Ii# a 
queer plaoe. If a jroooff man bring a letter in a frenleel 
manner, tbej olick it buton liiiiliand, and orv *' VVJMre*s 
Timotliy?* 

Lady E, Fannjf! come here thn instant. 

Fantttf, What's the mailer, my lady? 

Jacob. Rum posta^^e! Well, if ever I IGoing. 

LadyE. Stop, fri^d. Is joor name Jacob? 

Jncoo. Yes, it be. 

Lady £. Then there's a g^niiiea for yoo. 

Jacob. A g^uinea ! — 'Cod, Bath be a prettier plaoe than 
i tboQg^bt So joQ give I a guinea beoaase mj name 
be Jiseob. Well, bj Jacob then I'm like to grow a rich 
man. 

Lady E, Run directly, with my dotifol regards to 
my dear, dear Mr. Duosford, and beg him to do me the 
honour to walk no directly. 

Fanny, Ma'am 1 my lady! dutiful regards! 

Jacob, He can't walk up directly, my leady, beoanse 
be be gone a swimming up to bis chin wi' ladies and 
gentlemen in the pumprroom^ as they oall'n. He ha' 
got into hot water wi' all the oompan^v ; but as soon as 
be be rubbed dry, and ba' gotten bis wig powdered, 
he'll come and welcome. But doan'tye, young wcMnaM, 
be so cross aod saa|)pish to him^ like as you war to 
me, for he be a justice o'peaoe; aud if you a& bim, 
•< Where's Timothy?" 'eood, he'll be lor showing his 
authority. fEsui, 

Fanny. Will it be too moch to ask your ladyship to 
explainr « 

Lady £• Hear the letter. {Reads] Dear madam*— 

Fanny. Madam, indeed! That's not the way Tim 
writes to me. 

Lady E. [Keods] The long vacation ffi^mng Itiberty to 
my law concemtf the vteainer open, consols shut, and 
omnium up^ I determined to pop doum to Bath, and «ee 
how my son comes on with your ladyship, 

Fatmy. His son! Ho, hoi 1 begin to 

Lady E. Hold y4»ur tongue, Fanny. [Reads] Vm told 
he*s very mnch m debt, and very much m love. To cute 
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him, he tkail marry your ladyship out of handy and VU 
give him a fortune— which VU thmik you to keep to 
younelf, because 1 mean my arrival to be a secret tiU I 
see whether he is worthy the regard, of his, and 1 hope 
youry afiectionate father, Charlfs Dunsford. 

Fanny. O dear, O dear! this is delightful indeed! — 
And HO. 

Lady E, Here*« a pratgcript. [Reads] As your lady' 
ship and 1 have never met before, 1 thought it best to 
write, to save formalities (f' introduction; and 1 send 
this by my man Jacob, to beg you wUl not mention my 
arrival to my son. 

Fanny, And bow oane it that your ladjsbip and the 
old ti^enUeinan never met ? 

Lady E. Uecanse he was in India till I was married ; 
and jnsl as lie retnrned, I went to reside at wy late 
husband's in Wales: a twelvemonth after whose demise 
I came to Bath. [A Toptrt the Door. 

Fanny. Some one's at the door.— Gome in.--Ofa, this 
18 yfoanf^ Mr. Dunsford's man. U*s Tioiotfa^y I deelar*. 
Hide the letter, pray, my lady. 

Enter Timothy. 
Bless ns. how hnmble he looks ! 

Tim. My lady Kmiiy, I ventnre to come with shame, 
sorrow, and re|»entance, on the |mrl of my poor master ; 
who, not foeinfr able to look np since *he languished 
nnder your ladyship^s last mortification and disulea- 
suiie, has sent me te endeavour to oonvinoe year lady- 
ship that you've used him barbarously. 

Fanny. That's a monstrous fine speech indeed ! but 
yoM are only fit f<»r fine speeches. 

Tim. And always sure of your good word, Mr«. ' 
Nimbletongae. i 

Lady E, Had your master come himself, I might 
have perhaps been induced to listen to his defence ; bat 
to send a mere verbal, incomprehensible exeose by bia 
servant, is only to aggravate his lault. 

/•awwy. True, my lady, a poor apology indeed ; nnd 
Tim's delivering it, makes bad worse. 
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Tim. Perhaps tbit is u better then, my ladj. 

[Gives a Letter, 

Lady £. And will jon vonch for the sincerity of this? 

TiW. ril swear, madam, by all that a ^gentleman's 
gentleman ouj^bl to liwear by, that erery syllable in 
that letter expresses the troth, the whole troth, and 
nothing bnt tne truth. 1 wrote every syllable of it 
myselfT I write all my roaster's letters. — Ahem ! [ Lady 
Emify reitres, and ritt dcwn to read it] If I know or 
ean goess at one line of tlie contents of that letter, may 
my master lose the lady, and I never get a shilling of 
my wages. [ilride. 

Fanny, What's that you're saying, sir? 

Tim, I say it's very cruel, hard-hearted, and barba- 
rons of you, madam Fanny, whom I never offended in 
ny life, to be so nnkind'to me, merely because mv 
master has displeased yonr lady. What are bis gal- 
lantries to meP — Am 1 faithless b<7cause he's untrue ? 

Fanny. Dear, how pathetic !~As we say in France, 
its tel maitre, tel valet. 

Tim, Tell who? 

fVmni^. Like master, like man, I dare say. 

Tim. 1 dare say it is ; for he's a devilish handsome 
fellow, and the women all run after him ; but as to my 
running after them, no, Fanny, no ; you're m^ whole, 
sole, past, present, future, positive, comparative, and 
superlative, upon my honour! 

Fawny, Well then, Mr. Timothy, I will believe you ; 
from this time forth I'll never suspect a man who can 
make such winning protestations; bnt one must iisel a 
little for one's lady, you know. 

Tim, Yes, poor thing, one roost pity her, poor devil ! 
It's in our sphere that true sincerity is found. ^ Ah, my 
dear Fanny, take my advice : never wish to rise above 
it; and should you lose your Timothy, never j^ve your 
hand to a great man ; never marry a man with more 
than a thousand a year. 

Fanny. 1 don't think I shall, after your declaratbn. 
—That seent a plaguy long letter of my lady's. 
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Tim. And I am inpaUcnt for *a answier.-^Ii, bless 
yoor dew liltle 

Lady £. [ftwet] Timolky ! 

Fanny, Tiaidifay !-~doiiU joa hear? 

Tim. Yes, mj lad J. 

Lady £. You'M voaeh tbe tnifeh <a( every word in iMs 
letter (^ 

Tim. Madam, I have sud iL 

Lady E. Then my heart*s at «asew It's genermw of 
yon toe. But you are ^te aware that I depend on 
yen P I shall read yuu a part of this letter, 

Fanny. Ay, do, my lady. Now for it. 

Lady E. Fanoy, \eave the room. 

Fanny. Madaai ! Here's want of eoafideaee ! 

Lady £. 1 hare a particujar reason Car it— -go. 

rim. You're to go, Faooy, don't you hearP— *Her 
ladysfaif does me the honour to desire that we nay he 
left alone. ^I'il tell yon all presently. lApart. 

Fanny. I shan'ttake year word, nor trasi year toniCtte, 
while I have ears of my own. [Apart, and «i-tl. 

Lady E, 1 sent Paany away for both your sakee^ as 
you must be well aware. 
• Tim. O, as to that, we have no secrete, my lady. 

Lady E. Listen, and remember it's all trnew 

Tim, That I'll answer for. 

Lady £. Your master wriles~[iieai{<] A* jbr tite 
lady, whose calling at my apartments gave you m msuk 
offence, I protest u was only a chere amie ofmif vakt de 
ckambre; wfta, to save his place, having promised to tcU 
the truthy wiii plead his own apology for having been the 
tHnocewt cause of your anxiety , ana my disgrace. 

Hc'Cnter Fanny, hastily. 

Fanny. A very innocent oanse indeed, my lady. 01^ 
y«o monster! 

Tim. Nay, but my dear Fanny, I didn't knew my 
master meant to lay the blame on me. 

LadyE, Why, isn't it lrM», then ? 

Fanny, Tmel to be sure it is; he knows ii is, and 
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be solenmly deehirdi jtnt bow he'd voooh for every 
sjIlaUe 9i that letter. 

Tim. A prettj nioatiou 1 am in. [Amde] Why, 
Fanny— Uiat is-rmj bdy, I oieaa— tiiere imii m lady 
oame to me. 

Lad^ E. Tkert was net? 

Tim, Why, that is, mj hdj, there maglit he a— • 

Fanny. There was! 

Tim. No, no, Ffinny, there was oaly-— -^ 

Lady £. Tell yoar master FU never see him mofi«. 

Fanny, Tell his man, ditto. [Slaps his Face, 

Tim. i tell yon both, ladies, that— ^ 

Ladif £. That the meanness of his cendnot in first 
committing a fanll, and then denying it, has at kenvth 
determined me; and nniess his fattier nan be frevailed 
on to pardon him, I give him np forvyer. [Esit, 

Fanny. And assure yourself, Mr. Timothy, that your 
eonfemion while yon tlionght me ont of the room, has 
determined me, imless m^ lady eaa be prevailed on to 
pardon your master, to give yon np for ever. [Exit, 

Tim. Whew ! a very pretty situation I'ye rot into. 
If I follow, and endeavonr to oonvinee her ladyship 
that my master speaks the truth (which, betweiiii 
friends, would be telling a falsehood.), I shall lose lAy 
sweetheart FVinny; and if I endeavonr to convince 
Ftony that the letter's all a fudge, why then my master 
will lose the lady. Oh, love ! love ! what a plague thoa 
art, and what a nae suhjeot for a fine speeeh. 

Re^^nter Fanny, Usteamg. 
A man in love's like a ship in ai*slorm: hopes, fears, 
crosses, and agitations, danee him upon the waves of 
passion ; now op to the moon, new down to the devil 
knows where, till throwing oyerboard ever^ weighty 
and valaable atom of sense, reason, or rei ec tion, as his 
head grows lighter, the helm of his heart gets more 
nnmanageable, and, spite of all his efforts to steer safe 
into port, the quicksands of jealousy, shoals of deceit, 
whirlwinds of oaprioe, and breakers of disappointment, 
bring him bompashone; orash goes oordage, timbers, 
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and tackling; wbile the syrda who occasions aTl the 
mischief, laughs at the wretch she leaves behind her. 
. Fanny. Does she so, Mr. Eloquence? I could nudce 
just sacn another fine speech myself if I woald, bat 
time's too pr^ions. My ladj and I are conTinoed yon 
both deceive us; and as your master doesn't. choose to 
venture into my lady's presence, she's determined to 
pay him a visit. 

Tim. Not now if yon please He has old Gripe the 

money-lender with him. [Aside] He has just now a 
person with him, who— 

Fanny. Oh yes, 1 know, a ladv. 

Tim, Indeed no more a lady than yon are. 

Fanny. 1 know better. 

Tim. Nay, I assure you, it is not only a gentleman,- 
bnt an old gentleman, with whom he will be locked np 
these two hours. 

Fanny. Don't tell me about old gentlemen : nnless 
there was a lady in the case» the gay, gallant Mr. Dnns- 
foni wouldn't slay at home two hours ror his own father. 

Tim, His father, eh ! a thought strikes me that may 
serve my master, and make op all with my lady ; leave 
me alone for a clever idea. {Aside] It will do! it will 
do! it will do. [HtJfande. 

Fanny, What will doP Hatching more tricks? By- 
the-by, there is an old gentleman comes to him some* 
times rather in a mysterious manner. . 

Tim. So there is; Imt it — ^it — isn't .a money-lender. 
In short, I'll tell you, Panny : you've hit it; it was to 
have been a secret ; but you won't tell. 
. Fanny. Oh no, I nan keep a secret as well as yea. 

Tim. Then this old gentleman is my master's father; 
he's going to pay all our debts, and give consent to oar 
marrying into your familv. 

Fanny. Indeed, that's fnoky. 
^ Tim. Isn't it? But be doesn't wish his arrival known 
till all is settled; therefore pray let yonr lady slay 
Mil" {Bell ringg, 

Fanny, That's her bell. I see what yon mean : Ae 
had h»lier not oali ; and ao I shall ad vue her. Good 
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mortiing^, Mr. 'limothy ; jdo needn't fear hertroablinpf 

you. 1 see there** somethinj;^ we mustn't find out, 

and ril advise mj lady to f^o directly. [Aside, and exit, 
Tim, Now then I'll go and con? ince iny master that 
he iias no fool for a valel : it's a pity he's so involved. 
*'Tiiu/' said he, when he hired roe, *M turned away 
.my last servant because hecoaldn't keep roy creditors 
at bay: now jou seem to have more dexterity; >ou 
look as if you could tell a lie, and have all the appear- 
ance of an accomplished rogue." So flattering a com* 
plimeut to my face won my heart for ever, and I'm de- 
termined not to disappoint his good opinion. [Exit, 

SCENE II. Charles Dunsford's Lodgings, 

Enter Charles Dunsford. 

Charles. Where the detioe does this fellow of mine 
slay f I shall be broken in upon by a thousand imperti- 
nent duns. Did Emily suspect bow deeply I'm in debt, 
and that it was a bailiff disguised like a woman who 
was seen in my apartmenti she would never see me 
more. 

Duter Timothy. 
Now, sir! 

Tim. It's all settled/ sir; the lad^r believes every 
thing you've written her, and so did her ladyship's 
woman. The next time you do me the honour to men- 
tlon my name in your notes, couldn't you give me a hint 
of the nature and tfumber of the sins I am to lather? 

Charles, Then I n»y fly to my Emiljr. 

Tim. If you do fly, let it be from old Gri|[»e, for it's 
just twelve o'clock, and you may expect bim lor his 
money every moment. 

Charles. Was he appointed this morning? 

Tim. Yes, sir; you know we've an appointment with 
a creditor every morning, and, as I don't like to write 
down soapicious names, for fear of losing my pocket- 
book, yon may see how 1 have entered them. 1 give to 
each, iusLpttd of his own name, the name of the day on 
which he is to call. Lst me see : Friday means Gripe. 
Friday's an unlucky day, and 1 fear he'll iiud it so. Then, 
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hero's. Thund^ wm deiired to- call next WedMwda^ ; 
Tueidaj pat off till Mondaj motninff ; and Salordaj is 
to ooMo at tlie begiDDing' d the wewc. 

Gripe. [Speaks vrithout] I know he*B at heme. 

Charle$. 'Sdeath, heee the old rogae eomes; what 
shall I lay to him? 

Twir. Leave me to laj, sir ; and do 500 retire and 
listen ; if joa think I wnnt assiatanoe, then yon ean 
appear. 

Charles. If theie is a ainite of nanishmeni for errer 
en this side styx» it is to be in dent, and with the feeN 
ings qf gentlemanly prtAe reniaiiUAg» to he foreed t» 
play the part of^an evasive, contemptible scoundrel. 

[£tit. 

Enter Gripe. 

Gripe. Who*s8soo<mdreie 

Tim, Not yoo, Mr. Gripe, not ;roa. Oh ne, I've 
been waiting for yon a long time wtth~— * 

Grt^e. With the money.^ 

Timr. With impalicDoe. « 

Gripe. I beg ten thousand pardons for being so Bate ; 
bot I've been performing a charitable action ; visiting 
a prisoner. 

Tim. Worthy gvntleman! 

Gripe. One of my most particular friends; I had him 
anrested lastnight Bills duhononred — times hard. U 
hurt my tender feeKngps; bat boaaaia must bw done in 
due form. 

Tim. Yon have an exoellent heart I 

Gripe. Your master is out, I suppose? 
^ Tim. Very mqcb so, for be reckooed 00 your forget- 
ting to call to-day. 

^ Grripe. It's verjr odd I never find him at home bot 
when I have to bnng liim^ome eaah* 

Tim. Xhe fact is, that he is gone to look for money. 

Gripe. Is he? that's right ; I always had a partionlar 
friendship f«ir year nuuiter. 

Tim., I hope you wont treat him like your other par« 
tieular friend. Well, he's gone for the money ;f bi:t 
then lliey charge such. sbaawSWl interest. 
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Gripe. Tbej d« : sad roimg theM aionej-lenderft ; 
■o| oonlent with a litUe, liiLe me ; twentj per oeni. er 
8o« jasl to be duinif willi. For my part, I caaU eall 
my moneT my own ; 1 take it to belonii^ to tlie pablio. 

Tim, And sometimes you take the money of the 
pablic to belons to you. [AntLe* > 

Gripe. What! Well, I mestn't be trifled with ; 1 shall 
make your mastei And money, depend on that. 

Tim. Shall yoo, sir? Tm sore we shall he very maeb 
oblijced to yon, and yoo shall be the first to profit by 
thedisooTerT. 

Gripe. Ill wut no longer. 

Tim. Well but, Mr. Gripe, we'im still a resonroe ; 
we've a rich father in tioodoa. 

Gripe. I know it. 

Tim. Prom whom we expect a large remillanee, and 

C mission for my master to marry a rich widow> the 
y Emily. 

Enter a Servant, 
Serv. A letter for Mr. Dnnsford. 
Tim. Give it rae.*[EHt Servtmt] Postmark, London, 

hand-writing dad's, and 

Gripe. The letter doesn't look very thiok ; I dovbl 

the remittance 

Tim. [Holdt np the Letter^ Don*tyonsee Ihewater- 
mnrk? Ob, bank-faper's thin ; it may contain a utiUton. 

Re-enter Charles Dunsford, running. 

Charlet. I can't bear suspense ; give me the letter. 

Gripe. Ob, yoo*re at home, sir; 1 hope you'll find 
yoor expectations* realized, for Fm tired of being your 
.cvedftor. 

CharUt* Not more than I am of being yoor debtor, 
believe me. 

Gripe, Dear, how I do long for the contents of thai 
letter. 

CharUt, You shall hear. IReads] Yoi^ promise mar- 
riage emd reformation; but yan've promised too ojUu 
fffr me to beUete you.— — 

Gripe, Thai's a s#d hit at your morals, young gpn- 
tlemau, and rather hard lf> digest* 
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Charles, [^Reads'] You're no longer my ton, and I 
abandon you to the extortions of an avaricious old 
scoundrel, who eats you up alive Very bard lo di- 
gest indeed, Mr. Gripe. 

Tim. And a sad hit at yonr morals, old gentleman. 
Indeed, sir, oar father paints striking likenesses. 

Charles. {^Heads'] 1 abandon you to the tricks, falsC' 
hood, cheating, dexterity, and deception of a rascaUy 
valet. 

Gripe,. Very slrikinjir likenesses indeed. But, sir, 
your rather shall pay for these incivilities in the person 
of his son. 

Tim, Nay, don't be ill-natared; as the old j^entle- 
man, when speaking of me, talks about cleTerneas and 
dexterity, I can forgive him his abuse of yon. 

Charks, My hopes are over. 

Gripe^ And as you're likely to get no consent to 
yonr marriai^, and 1 am not likely to get my money — 

Fanny. iSoeaks vnthout] This way, my lady. 

Tim. *Hold! don't go: take my counsel; yon [To 
Charles Dunsfbrd^ sbiDl get the laiy ; yon [To Grtpe] 
your money. 

Gripe. How? 

Charles. Impossible! 

Tim. My lady's mercury is coming vp; don't oon- 
tradiot we, sir, and the da}'s odr own ; or suppose you 
step aside one moment, sir : depend entirely on me for 
once, and if the lady don't sign her consent to marry 
you this day — ^Oh, unexpected happiness. 

Enter Fanny. * 
Dear sir! since your father has forgiren all, why do 
you not embrace him? Ah, sir, I see how it is; ybur 
son's feelings overcome him ', allow him to retire. 

[Exit Charles, 

Fanny. His father! then it really is! How sly of the 

old gentleman ! I'll make my tadv come up immediately. 

lExit, During her Upeech Timothy is in' dumb 

show, persuading Gripe to second his design. 

Gripe. Me pass for his lather! I can't do it; 1 never 

was any body^s father in my life. ' 
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Tim, Then joo*il lose «verj abillioff of your mone^. 

Gripe, Bot do 700 think he'll call a slranirer hia 
dadd/? * 

Tim. It's wbait tbree-Conrths of the tv«rld do every 
day. 

Oripe* Seveftteen hwidred and Ihirty-lwo poonds, 
eleven 

Tltm. Hiwb ! beta's the lady. 

j^e-enier Fanny, with Lady Emily. 
Madam, I was jast coming with my old master's re* 
spects to inform yon 

Fanny, Yoor old master has been kind eneofph to 
inform my lady of bis arrival himself. 

Lady E. 1 had the honoor, sir, to receive your leUer» 
and condnded that yoa did not iMan to see yvnr sou 
till 

Tim, No, mj lady, my old master did not mean t» 
— —Say you didn't mean to [Apart to Hrvpe. 

(}ripe, I didn't meaOk my lady, to go witboat being 
paidOUIbeard-f- 

Lady £. To go withont being paid, sir? 

Tim, My old master is a little deaf, my lady; and 
he has been pat out of his way by meeting rather un- 
expectedly an old rogiie of the name of Gripe; who 
wanted to swindle my young master out of-~ 

Gripe, Hold yoar tongue, sirrah, that Mr. Pripe is 
a gentleman I've a very great regard for; but all these 
mattars/Mre lo be settled when yoor ladyship gives the 
yonng man yonr hand., 

Lady E, To which yon, sir, have no objection? 

Gr^fe. None in the world ; the sooner the better ; 
and then I hope my vonng gentleman wiU pay ne. 

LadyE. Pay ^onr 

Fanny. Pay him? 

Tim. Hold yonr tongoe^ Fanny. Yes, my lady, pay 
him— in — ^in— ^nty and affection. 

LadyE, And where is he? Here have I t>een ten 
roinatea in the room, and he has never once made his 
appearance. 
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JRtrenter Cb^rlea Dunsford. 

Well, Charles, what have joa f^t lo my? Are yon 
afraid to sptsalc? Wbat'fUie naUer? Can't yoa upe^k? 
Won't yon ppeak ? 

£harUs. Lady Emily/ wbatwer yonr opinion of me 
may b» 

Lady £. My opinion of yoa oerUdnly wan wery bad ; 
bnt as* yoa seem a little confused, and that {j^nlleman 
is willinjc to forgive yoa every thing, why so mast I 
too. 

Charles. He forgive me! 
- Gripe* Oh no, not wliile f can reokon 1733. 

Fanny. What does lie say, my lady? 

Tim.' Oh, tliat's his a«;e. 

Lady E. His a^e ITSif 

Tim. No; that's the year he was born in. — ^ — ^Yoa*II 
lose every shilling if yoa don't talce eare. 

[import to Gripe. 

Gripe. Well, then, if yonr ladyship consents- 
Carles. ]f she ooosen'u ! is tliere a hope then ? 

Lady E. To be sure yoa may h4pe. 

Tim. I told yoa I'd do it for yon, sir. 

[Apart to Charla. 

Chirrlei. And wlien— when, mv dearest Emily P 
• Lady E. Oh, let yonr iktber do me the honour of a 
visit, an4 then yoa shall arrange every thing yonr own 
wsy. 

Ckarles. Emily, this is oroel; yoa well know my 
faiber 

Lady E, Wliafc omel ? Is he road ? 

Tim, With joy, madam. Yonr coming spoils all. 

[Apart to Char Us} The lad^ don't like to speak before 
company ; ao let me prevail on you to stay one mu- 
menl ; the lady will make yon happy, and tlie old gen- 
tleman will forgive yon. 

Grioe. If I do I'll be d n'd. 

Lady E, Positively I'll hear qo more apologies. 
Farewell, sir. Now, don't stir, I beg ; yon mnst lie 
vastly fatigued with your journey. [To Gripe: 
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Gr^. Oil, not at all, madftm, rm ased to it; IVe 
had so maDj joarneys liere that 

LadyE, Sir! 

Tim. M? old master means in his jouhffer dajs, mj 
]adj; he has been a f^retkt walker; he'd have walked 
till now if be had not been slopped. 

Lady E. Brinji; your son with yon. I am ji^lad he 
feels for f>ast errors ; and accept his promises for the 
future, b'fecause I know his hondnr, and am certain he 
is incapable of deceivinf? me. 

[^eunt Lady Emily and Fanny. 

Tim, All's right. Now I'll ^o and persuade my 
master to be married without ankinfir any further ques- 
tions ; yon follow the widow, get her to sign her con- 
sent, and your money and my wages will be safe. 

Gripe. Poor Toung man, he must cpme into our 
scheme ; wedlock or a warrant, a bailiff' or a bride. 

Tim, But hard as the choice may 'appear, if it was 
mj case, I do think gallantry would inonce me to de- 
cline the law in favour of the lady. [Exit. 

Gripe, And I am willing to decline both, and give 
op every thing except my money. [Esitf 



ACT THB SECOND. 




SCENE I. A Hall at Lady EMtLt's. 

flnter Dunsford and Jacob; the latter with a parcel 
of Bills in hit Hand. 

Punt, Then her ladjshtp is gone oot, is ahe» Jaoob ? 

Jacob. So the ladj below do mj, 3'oar worship; bol 
'they do look for her in every minale. 

Dunt. And my son wasn't at home, eh? 

Jacob, That he warn't, I'm sartain sure, for I hetrd 
^ man say 9^ at his door, to a dozen fine gentleneii, 
who oame for money, and said master Charles were a 
•wibdler ; so I fired np, and bid 'em be cool, and said 
your worslup were no swindler's father, and that yoa 
were oome here to pa^ 'em all ; so they followed I bare 
with their long bills foremost, like so many geese after 
a gander. 

Dunt. The devil thev did. 

Jacob. To be sare they did ; and moreover I said I 
were sare yonr worship wouldn't pay one till yoo had 
look'd 'em all over; and then they said, that as your 
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son Charles 4>d mo in debl like a fentlemUl; tliej 
didn't doabt bat the old boT,hia father, woold pay 'en^ 

DuHi. [TakettheBHU]^hhihmyewehon? [Read» 
the Heads of each Paper] Water^otf great-eoats^ 
Wine—Ccmper-bottom booU — Tavem dinnert^Skootir^ 
fonies^mone^ lent — Two fowlmg-meeep-^A brace if 
pointers—Three btood mares— rSadaUs, bridieSy tandem, 
harness, and a tUbury. 

Jacob, Then there be notes o'liand, and little scrap* 
o'paper wi' 1 O U torawi'd on 'em. 

ihitis. And did yon tell all tliese people lo wait? 

Jacob. YeSvSir; bot they said they'd wail no longer, 
bot mqM stei^ to the eoffee-honse just by^ and if your 
worship didn't pay 'ein in less than an hour, they'd sehd 
lawyer folk for special 'riginals with fiery face;". 

Duns. Pshaw I they shall take half what's here witli 
them ; tandems, and tilburies, and trampery, if traded* 
men were less fond of unfair speculation, and would 
leave off giring credit fur damaged superfluilies at 
double price to minors, who are tempted beyond their 
means, ready money woold come olteaer to market; 
lawyers would want work, and gazettes ap|iear wilkoat 
a liankropt list. Ah ! Jacob, Jacob, what were nsy 
yoothfal expenses compared to tliese? 

Jacob. iiitUe enough. When 1 tended your honour 
at college 

Duns. Did I erer lay oat an idle gainea? 

Jacob, Not many. 

Dun*. [Looking at the BilU] Tfafen here's Ohampagne. 
Did I ever nve a bank-note tor a bottle of wine? 

Jacob, No ; bank-notes were worth ten pounds a 



i>ttnf. Did I let an idle raseal of a ^sAei pick my 
pooket, under a pretence of assisting my pleasores? 

Jm:ob, As to picking yoor pooket, that was impos- 
lible ', and I never we'd any ibiug like pleasure in all 
your service^ 

XHias. In ifaert, vlnt one single extravagaaoe was I 
guilty of? 
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Jacob, BzoepI pftjinir ibe both-monej to Betsy CMe, 

tlM Irieh bMlwIor's bed-maker 

, J)wu. Hold yoor ton^e, yoo rascal ! Hera sra Iwliies ! 

Jacob. It be ladjr Emi\j, and I sboald tbink tbe other 
were ber naid, onW slie don't look at all like one. 
Sbe be as smart as she be ill-oatured ; fine and cross, i 
warrant me. 

Duns. Jaoob, so too down that way. PH stop here 
and watch ber a uttle, befora I introdaoe mjsetf. It's 
as well to know what sort of a daagbler-io-law she's 
like to be. Go, Jacob, go. 

[Retires at the middle Doer. 
• Jacob. A nioe wenob that, faith. How lilies maids 
are. improved sioee my yoong days! A gfentleman's 
man ought to be as good as a ladj's woman! and jel 
if I were married to so fine a wife as she, ro? hand would 
go up to. my hat every time I opened mj lips to her. 

lEsit. 
Enter Lady Bhily and Fanny. 

LadyE, Fanny, what ara yon thinking of? Yon 
never spoke a single word while we were at Mr. Duns- 
ford's, nor all tbe way home. Silence in yon is so like a 
ealm before a storm, it rather alarms me. 

Fanny. I was ruminating, madam, on tbe very ex- 
traordinarr oonduet of yonng M r« Dunsford. 

J>uns. Oh, hoi That's my son. [Atide. 

Lady £. And! was thinking what a very disagree- 
able, I was going to say, brute he has got for a latlier. 

Dims. That's me! [Aside. 

Fanny. With his large osly eyes glaring on hu ruby 
snob nose, like two gas-ligbis on a red refleotor. 

Lady E. Not at all what I expected from his letter. 

Duns. Why the letter said nothing of my hose or my 
eyes either. [Aside, 

Fanny.. Then to behave in sueh away, to oomedown 
so unexpectedly. In short his oonduet is as ridicnloos 
as his person. 

Lady E. And that is oertainly not oalenlaled W make 
My very &voorable i 
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Fanny. Such an awkward urf 

Xadj^ £. iDMgniflcant fig^nre. . . 

Fanny. So mttoii of Uie — wJMt jolir ladyehip calls' 
caoaiile. 

Lady E. And so lillle of the f^entkinau. 

Duns. [ Who hat been advancinff by degreet} VastI j 
well, ladies ; I bope Ihe picliire in coni»l«le. I am at » 
loss, however, to icaess how poor old Mrv Ountiford 
lias been ^ fortauate as to merit a portratt so extremelj 
6atterinff. ^ 

LadyE. And I, sir, am still more at a lolSs to inaj^tne 
why yon should take the liberty of listening to our* 
conversatioip. 

Duns, The cause, madam, is both simple and natural/- 
I heard you speak uf Mr. Duiisfurd, senior. 

Lodj^E. Well, sir! 

Dutu. Weil, madam, [ am that urentleman. 

Lady E. You ! Wiiy^ Fanny, can you guess tlie 
meaning of this ? 

Fanny. Met Oh, no', madam, I am as ignorant as 
yon are ; I'm quite in the dark. . . 

Dmit. Can't my two gas-lighUi illuminate you ? or 
has the little snub reflector lost its brill tanc^f 

Lady E. Sir, your attempt at imposkion is ill-timed, 
for <^d Mr. puoftford has just uarted with us. . 

Fanny. And he is a very aifi'er^nt sort of person 
from yon, I assure ye, sir. / 

i>ttttf. I'm happy to bear that, however : perhaps you 
have been inipofted onw Pray, madam^ who ims liad liie 
audacity to assume my name r* 

Fanny. 'Eoodf but! am abnost inoliiled U> believe 
that you are Mr. Dunsfurd. 

Dwu, I'm v«ry mqcb obligied to yoo, Mrs. Chatty- 
box. 

Fanny. Til be hanged if I didn't suspect some trick I 

Dwis. Here, madam,, is a letter iVom my son; >u«i 
know his hand. 

Lady E. Ves, sir— 'tis his— and yoo— may I look 
fuTtber^ I Ihoogbt I saw uiy narue^ 



■^1 
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/ DufM. [Gvring her the Letter] OBrtatnl^r* It is 
tioned with all tlie ardour of a romantio IfMrer; he 
asked ny coMoot to marrj jpoo: aware ei kti past 
indiscretions, 1 wrote him a severe answer, which I' 
nirself followed with the intention of obserTiof^ its 
emict, and aasoring mvself at least of the merit of the 
ladv for whom he professed so sinoere.a passion I 

Fmnnp, Lord, what a nice old Kentleman. 

Lody'E, The oaotion of the ftitherv wHl at least be a 
ooonterpoise to the levities of the son. 

Dims. And can joo gire me any olae to diecot er 
who bononred me so &r as to be my doplicate? 

Fannv. Some low-bred aoqnaintance of Mr. Ghar)es*s 
■an, Tmiothy, I dare say, sfr. 

Lady E. Or, from some sigfrnficanl words that eteaped 
him attoot payment, I should almost fknoy one of his 
oredllors. 

Duns* One of the seven sets who are appointed for 
each day in the week, I suppose. Charles deserres a 
reproof, and 1 feel inolined to gire him a severe one. 

Lady E. By what rifbt, sir; yon are no longer his 
lather : you are disearded. 

Duns, 'Egad^thafs verr trae, Tm out of oiBee. 

Fofmy, I know what 1 weoM do to be even with 
them, sir. Voar son has given himself a fother to 
ensure his marriage; suppose my lady were to give her- 
self one to break it off? 

Lady E, But 1 don't want to break it off. 

Famuf, Only for a joke, my lady, and to bile the 
biter. 

Dune, I onderstaiid. But my son will oertainly re- 
cognise his own father. 

Fanny. Then he must be a wise one at least But 
here comes your substitute, the soppoMd pepe* without 
him ; and pray, sir, see if my description doeant do 
jnsiioe to tiie original. {(Hd IhintfMi r^irti a tMe, 

Enter Gbipb. 
Gripr. I wait on yo»,-ebaniing hidy Bnify, aeoord-* 
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iog lo ny proniiOy to cdm joar fowl inpftliMM; And 
have hriefl> drawn ojp thkliUlo akeldi of a deed, whieb^ 
knowiojp my renrd for yon, and the iiiteresla of my 
Bon, you neediiH take the trouble to in»|}ect. Tlie 
name alone is wantioff— only sign — and hymen's joys, 
and onpid's darts, ana--yoa neMn't read it. 

i>tti».,No. IMIdothat [Snatching the Puper, 
Oripe, Eh? Who the devil's this? -Your most obe- 
dient, air. I didn't see that any bodjr My daafl;hler- 

. nnfess I 



tip ; I'll toach him handsomely, and Charles shall pay 
it. [Aside. Dunrford tears the Paper] Hey-day, sir ! 
by what aothurity do you destroy timt paper? 

Duns. By the right which a father has to protect th* 
interests o/ his child. 

Grrtpe. Is thai lady yonr daughter?. 

Duns. As much, sir, as yon are the father of Mr. 
Dnnsford. 

Gripe, That may easily be, and not rery nearly re- 
lated either. What a damn'd unlucky arrivaM {Aside. 

Lady £. .Mf firther arrived rather unexpectedly from 
the West Indies, sir. 

Gripe. Bless me ! how long since ? 

Duns. Just at the moment yon came so nnexpectsdly 
irom liondon. 

Faamif. Yes, sir, be got out of his carriage abent 
ibesamn time, they were taking the horses off from 
jours. 

Grife. And. pray, sir, for what reason do yon bseak 
off this marriage f 

DuM$. Is it possible yon can be ignorant of youi* 
son's conduct? that he has plunged into every speeies* 
of dissipation, and that ho has oontraeted debta he 
liever means to pay ? 

Gripe. I hope not I know he has eontraeted debts ; 
I have 175S reason to know it. 

Duns. Then he has got into the hands of avaricious 
mone^-lenders. 

Ortpe. People OHist pay for aooomaMidation. 
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Duiu. Aiaong tliem is one Gripe, I thiiik tliej oall 
him« M grmt m moal ms ever eaoapiMl Lbe pillory. 
Gripe. Sir! 

Duns, Tiie most anblotliing exiorlieaer. 
Grine. Sir I 

Lady E, Tis the mau himaelf I [Apart to fVmtty. 
fVmnj/. Ooe maj see Ibat wilh half ao eje, ntv ladv. 

Dutu. But I am to blame: I see lbe delicacy of yoor 
feelinxs; I see what the^ safier by this detail. 

Gripe. Yes ; ray delicacy does saffer : I can't say 
much for yoors. I Aside,' 

Duns, Yet Charles is not worth the pains you have 



Gripe. Vm afraid not. 

Duns, He has never kept his word with yon.* 

Gr^fe. ril be damn'd if he has. 

Duns, But hasfphiced too at this moment in a veryy 
I may say, very awkwarii sitnation. 

Gripe. Very. 

Duns, lu which yon look uncommonly ridionloas. 
Ha. ha, ha! 

Lady E. Ha, ha« ha, ha! 

Fanny. Ha, ha. ha, ha, ha! ' 

Gripe. Ha, ha! Cursed ridiculous indeed! I feel it- 
Bol if the tmAj aad 1 for^iire him, all this need not pre- 
▼ent the marriagpe. We were all youngs onee; and you^ 
my lady, who so firmly promised 

Lady £. Am luektly preserved by my fiUher's anivat 
from a fatal error. 

Duns, FaraweU, sir. Charles can never be my son- 
in-law. 

Lady £. Nor shall you. sir, ever be my iatheiwin-law< 

Fanny. Nor shall ever be my master. 

Duns, Tell him he has lost a lovely, rich, and de- 
serving wife, and incurred the severe auger of ao aifeo^. 
tiooate father. I'm sorrv for you, sir, and yet youl^ 
excuse me, but I can't help lan(^ioff ; ha, ha, ha! 

lod^ £^ I am as sorry aa he !•> h^ ha, hat 
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FannV' We are all very •orrj, very sarrf indeed, 
Mr. Thingambob; bat we oan't lie^p. lau|^hiog ; ha, 
ha, ha! [Exeunt ail but Gripe, laugkmg* 

Gripe. Mij^htjr civil upon my word ; bot I deserve 
to be laug^hed at. This comes of owninjf other people's 
children. What'coald I expect lessP A plague ot my 
tenderness of heart! Twill be your rain, old Gripe, 
'Iwill be your ruin! Vou must lend your inoney for- 
tooth to young men of family, who repay the capital 
io promises, and the interest with ha, ha, ba! 

Enter Chables Dunsvoro and Timotuy. 
. Charles. Well, sir, since I am assored the widow is 
willing, 1 have foond the lawyer, and the cuntratct i» 
drawn up. 

. Gripe. Then yon may fold it up neatly, and pot it in 
the fire. 

Ckarki. How so? 

Gripe, The widow won't have you. 

Charles. No ! Why, has she changed her mind ? 

Gripe. No; her father is arrived. 

Tim. Her father? 

Charles. Her father ? 1 never heard of him. 

Gripe. Bot he has heard of you, and seems to be very 
well acquainted with you ; for he 8a3^s that vou are dis- 
sipated, thoughtless, extravagant, and not likdpr to pay 
me a farthing of the seventeen hundred and thirty-two 
g^od pounds you owe me. 

Tim. You're troublesome. It'ft plain the two old 
gentlemen are in one story. 

Charles. Yet 1 always understood htdy Bmily to be 
an orphan? 

Tim. This &tber must be an impostor ; and it's u great 
shame. They ought to blush to practice such a piece 
of deception. 

CharUs. Were she capable of it, it would be a draw- 
back on my happiness for ever. 

Gripe. Happiness or no happiness, yo« most marry 
her. 
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Charki. How » air? 

Gripe. Mj debt dependt on tiie mrriigD fm paj- 



CbaHei, Yoa haro plajed loiDe tricks betweos joa, 
and perhapt diagraoed ne. — Reveal it> Moondrait o^<- 

[6etset Tim^hy. 

Tim, Here's gratitude! It it Ikiu joo repay my 
efforts for yoor serrioe? Is it thus I am rewaraed for 
aa.attaohment so sincere, that if joa did not oire aw 
■even quarters, six freeks, and three daja wages^ down 
to last Monday se'nnight was Michaelmas-day, old 
style, may i never see Ainny again, if I wouldn't do 
myself the honoor of gtvin^^ yua a moment's wandag, 
aad resign a month's pay with pleaaorey to esaape fram 
so unkind a master. 

Re-enter Ladt Emilt. 

Lady E. Hey-day» gentlemen, will yon have the 
goodness to recollect that yea are not at home. 

CharUs, [Riset mnd eomes forward] Bmilyl explain 
this change of mind. Yoa eaaaoi aoaoeive what tksse 
caprices cost me. 

Lady £. Bvery Ihiag always ooela yell mora thaa 
other pecmle. If yon will be exbravagaat, who oan 
help it i But don't look so grave ; I sopjMiee yaa have 
heard that a certain persanVfather it arnved ? 

GAar^. Did yon expect faim^ 

Lady £. As much as you did yoars. 

Charges. Tis odd too. It eouldn'l have hanened 
more apropos, if it had been arran^j^ purpoaen. It 
almost tempts one to believe that this is a mora fa s m t i' , 
to provide a plea for the rejection of my love* 

Lady £. Von eaaaat for a moment think 1 would 
descend hi impose a stranger on yon^ and take advaa* 
tage of a generous, unsuspecting man. 

ICkarUt waUsM uj^ the Stage ; Lad^ Emily 
JoUowi Jkua. 

Tim, I'll gat that all by heart, on porpoia to a^ to 
Fanny, the first time I quarrel with her. 
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Gripe. She \oYe» hini — and tbinifs look bettor by 
tmmiy per oent. 

f Ladj^ Emily and Charles come forward, 
Ladi^ £. Niiy» don't talce it bo aerioos; itmienber 
<* Suspicion only Itannts the guilty mind/' — Hark ! - 

[A Knocking. 
Tim. ** The thief doe« 9f^ each bwh an oftoer." 

Charles. Emily, may I, or may I DOt> hope to obtain 
your band i 

• Ladp £. Yoii may, if father eonsenta. Yon shall 
flee him. Yonll like him prodinonsty. 

Chafles. This uidifference kills roe ! and I take my 
leave. 

GHpe. IStops him] Not till Vm pdd. ^Ajmrt 

If^-eitttfr TtMOTKr. 

Ttm. No, iir, yon muitiiH go yet; tbey're all at the 
door. 

CkarUs. Who? 

Tim. AH yoor ertditoni. Monday and Tuesday are 
tolerably reasonable, Wednesday and Tharsday qaile 
oolrageoas, wbile Friday add Satarday threaten mea- 
•nrei, from wbteh nothing bnt Sunday oan save yon. 

Caries. How oame they here? 

[Goes vp the Stage, and siu down at the Back, 

Tim. They say they were sent for by year father. 

Lady E, How kind of yon, sir, to interpose in yonr 
son's behalf. • 

Grtpe. Me! I didn't promise to pay his debts. 

Laay £. Voo wouldn't softer him to go to |>risoo f 

Gripe. He may go to the devil, if helikes. 

Tim. An only son ! Do not betray yourself. [Apart 

to Gripe] What, sir, will you not listen to the voice of 
- nature? 

Gripe. I'll listen to nothing. 

Re-enter Fanny, condtu:ting a Host rf Creditori. 
Fanny. This way, fentlemen ; Mr. Donsford's father 
is here. Pray take the troable to walk in. 
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Tim. Wbat »d offioioot little deril ? 

1 Cred. Tbis doubtless is tbe respectable senUemwi. 

[To Giipe. 
Gripe. Vm no sacb tbing ; IVe no respeotabilitj aboai 
me. 

2 Crtd, Only two ponies. [Presente a BUL 

3 Cred, A bnioe or pointers. 

4 Creif. Harness for a tandem. 

5 Cred. A tilbury. 

6 Cred. And a telejrrapb. 

iDuy folUfw him round the Su^. 
Gripe. The devil tandem, tilbury, and .telegraph you 
altosetber. 

Ttm. And take old Gripe into tbe bargain. 

1 Cred. Why, didn't you send for all our aooonnts? 

Re-enter Dunsford. 

Dum. No, gentlemen, 'twas I. 

CharUi. Whom do 1 behold? 

ILttdy EmiUf goes with Charle$ through the middle 
Door, and teems to he explaining to him; Fanny 
does the same by Timothy. 

Duns, Fearful you mar not liaTe bronglit money suf- 
ficient to pay for tbe follies of your son» I have onde 
up ray mind to advance it for yon. [To Gripe. 

Gripe. 1 don't want money adTanoed. 

Dunt. You can return it in three, six, or nine moBtb*. 
I shan't charge yon more than twenty oer cent, — And 
now, gentlemen, go down stairs, and I'll order my ser- 
vant to settle with you immediately. {Exit Crediton. 

Gripe, Here's my demand. [Feelt in his Podcet. 

Dun*. I hope you'll sign an acknowledgment for the 
som I have adfvanced f 

Gripe. I'll sign a receipt when you pay my claim ; 

which Why, where the denl— (feels in his Pocket] 

Ok! — oh Lurdf-rl — I wrote the marriage obligation 
on llie back, binding that lady to pay tbe within-named 
sum, or sums, and — 

Duns, And 1 tore it all to pieces.— But don't look so 
angry : your son's debts are paid, and I'll make yon a 
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present of Ike amouot as m inarriaf;^ portion for mj 
daughter. 

Uripe* I liavp no son. I care notliin;i; for your 
danghter»and I will have my money. 

Lady E. [Comet forward] But Mr. Dunsford 

^ "■ . [ToGrip^ 

Gripe. 1 am no Mr. Dunnford. 

Duns. Then who the devil are yoo ? 

Gripej I am that poor, ill-ased. honest Mr. Gripe. 

Dims- Who lends money at twenty per cent invei- 
fc}es yonng heirs, cheats gnardians, and personates ho- 
nest men. Oh, no, yon never can be such a rascal as 
that. 

Gripe. Yes, yes, I am, I lell von. 

Dims. Yon wouldn't pretend to be the creditor of 
yonr own son ? 

Gripe. Twas that rascal, Timothy, gave me to him 
for a father ; but since yon are here to pay whal*s owing, 
1 beg to resame m^ credilorship, and leave the relation- 
ship to whoever likes it. 

Duns. Then I, sir, who am his father, advise yon to 
nvrite out your claim at a fair per oentage. ** Take thou 
no more nor less than a just" five per cent. ; or if yob 
do, recollect your present attempt at imposition, your 
former extortions, and tremble at the vengeance of an 
English jury. 

Gripe. We'll try that.— And do yon remember that 
while there are such cursed fools in the world as to offer 
twenty per cent, they'll always find wise men who are 
willing to toke it. [Exit. 

Duns. And now, prodigal ! [To Charles. 

Charles. And now, rascal, confess upon your knees 
that ] had no share in this villanous deception ! 

[To Timothy, 

Tim, I'll confess whatever you please ; and you know 
I always speak the truth. 

Fanny. Indeed! why then the lady did come to 

TOO. 

Charles. That lady was a slieriff's officer: there I 
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pl«ail t^\iy : but with respect to this finesM of kDj ter- 
▼ant, I pledge my booour 

Dum. YoQ*ve already pledged that to year oredi> 
tors. 

Ckarlet. With respect to whom lady Emily htm in- 
formed me, sir, of yoor kind intentions: and when I 
forsake the path in which your goodness has reiilaioed 
me, may I again he obliged to seek relief at Txtemtt 
perGbnt. [Ereiint. 
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THE TOBACCONIST 

Is an alteration, by Mr. Gentleman, from Ben 
Jonson's celebrated comedy of the Alchymist, 
with intent ^* to give Mr. Weston's established 
merit, in the cliaracter of Abel Drugger, more 
frequent, familiar, and compact opportunity of 
showing itself than the old play afforded." 

In the present day the unexampled popularity 
which Mr. Kean has attained to in so short a 
period has given a new celebrity to this almost 
obsolete farce ; the present copy of which is much 
abridged from Mr. Gentleman's copy, and lUera- 
Hm as acted at Drury Lane Theatre. 

With the exception of part of the character of 
Abel Drugger, very little of Ben Jonson's play is 
to be traced in this piece. 



PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN AND SPOKEN BY MR. GENTLEMAN. 

Bev Jonson's name, io ey*ry ear of tante, 

Mast with respeot and coantenaoce be grao'd; 

No pen the lines of nature belter drew, 

No wit or satire ever higher flew ; 

An earljr pillar of the Baglish stage. 

His pieces were true pictures of the age ; 

Time-worn tliev feel impair — yet still must please ; 

Nervous and just, though void of modern ease. 
Fashions, in characters as well as clothes, 

Change, though less oft, as wavVing tanoy flows ; 

Witches and lairies with their midnight train. 

No longer revel on the blasted plain ; 

Now evVy simpleton of Britain's isle, 

At such a fnaod as alchymy would smile ; 

Yet being only ohang'a in name and shapes, 
Scarce one in ten the gilded bait esoapett. 

Haste to the hall where law is sold like ware, 
How many long-rob*d alchemists ply there ; 
What hopes to ^dgeon clients they unfold, 
While empty quibbles turn to solid Kold; 
. See swarming anacks ! (so pnblio folly wills) 
Convert to gold their health-destroy iug pills j 
Chanee-alley view — that scene of transmutation, 
That base aichymic bubble of the nation ; 
See beauty's self resign its brightest charms. 
And turn to gold in age's frozen arms. 

Search all the world, examine evVy part, 
YonMI find each man an alohymist at heart. 
In ev'r;^ clime we find, if truth be told, 
The universal deity is gold. 

Whale'er of merit you perceive this night. 
Grant your old bard as his undoubted right : 
My braiji has laboured — feebly, 1 confess, 
Only to furnish a mure modern dress. 
My weak endeavours let your candour raise. 
They hope indulgence, though they reach not praise. 



DRAM4TIS PERSONS, 

A* origimaUg acted, Dntrn Umie, XVU. 

Abel Drugger . . Mr. Weston, • Mr. Kean. 

Subtle . f Mr. Gardner. Mr. Gattie. 

Face Mr. Robson. Mr. Wallack. 

^iiSr*T?.^''ri^*''"-^»"«"»»- Mr.Hnghea. 

Knowl^e Mr. Fearon, Mr. Barnard. 

Headlong Mr. Yandermere. Mr. Oxberrj. 

Mill Rantvpole . . Mn. Didier. Miss Boyoe. 
DoU TSrichiy . . . Mrs. Gardner. Mrs. Harlowe. 



ACT THE FIRST. 




SCENE I. 

Enter Subtle, /o//owed hy Face. 

Sub. jVay, nay, though thy name be Ftse, and thon 
hadiit a face of brass, tboa shalt not out-fooe me. 

Face, Then must I be onable to handle a most ex- 
cellent sobject; thoagfa shame and thee have long 
since parted, I will so anatomize that calf's head of 
thine 

Sub. Calf's head! Blood of my life, I have a mind 
to mark my resentment in such legible characters apon 
that Tjf bum visage of thine, as wUl put thy features in 
moarmng. 

Face. Come on then, see whose stomach will bear 
bruising best ; IMI tickle those pampered sides. 

Sub, A poor, ignorant, impertinent, ungrateful 
wretch ; whose life, to my disgrace be it spoken, I 
have saved — vile emblem of an empty caiik, nncfa 
sonnd, no contents — canst thou forget the mouldy 
crusts, Suffolk cheese, and dead small beer, on which 
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thou wert sUryinff, in oomnon ^th bve-ribbed nU 
and limpinfi: mioe T 

Face. MighU well, iDig:htj well, master Sabtle. 

Sub. Have I not made ibee an oooarional oaptaiii? 
am I not filling thy pooketo as well as thj belljr liaT« 
I not taugbt thee, anil as tbon art, to oomene with 
and impose on varions degrees of mankind? hare I 
not, from the stupidest slave that ever marred eommon 
sense, sharpened tby wit, smoothed thy tongue, poUsbed 
thy manners, re^alaled thy features, to make thee 
capable of thriving in life, and this treatment mj 
hopefnl reoompense? 

Face, Not so fast, not so fast, master Glib-tongue ; 
give echo fair play, or I can bring a powerful balance 
on my side, to silence your modest worship. 

Sub. With contempt I defy tbee. 

Face. Mv tongue shall so bnffet thee, that thoa shall 
think half billingsgate, the seat of thy education, let 
loose about thy ears, and shrink back tbatrknave's hoe 
of thine like a snail into its shell. 

Sub. Mighty fine! 

Face. Remember St. Giles's, scape-grace, where I 
found thee a complete emblem of poverty, resembling 
the fruit of a gibbet aeTcn years exposed to wind and 
weather, not a coat to thy baek, a stocking to thy l^gs, 
nor a shoe to thy teet 

Sub* Very well ; go on, air. 

Face. Did I not find thee, Utlerdemalion, with • 
beard two inches long, not having wherewithal to.paj 
a penny barber; furrowed brows, sunk eyes, and ehat- 
tering teeth, crawling by the doors of oook-ahopa, to 
feed upon the itaam of baked ox-heads and ahiaa of 
beef? 

Sub. Tremble, aodaoious Tillain, at thy insoleBoe — 
fear my rage. 

Face. Did i not put thee into some likiiw, snfttoh 
thee from Jane Shore's late, and when thou hadst not 
as much linen about thee as would furnish a tindw^ 
box, did 1 nnt, like a guardian genioi, bring the»4» 
this house? 



SCENE 1. THE TOBACCONIST, 9 

Sub, Yes, tbj niMter's boase ; whiob, like a bnngry 
mastiflT, thou wast left to goard, and for a single bone 
woold bave let in any thief. 

Face. Did 1 not enable tbee to earrj on the deeep- 
tions of alcbjrmy, fortooe-teliing, and algebra; joor 
minerals, your vegetals, and animals, to fleece the ore- 
dolous vulgar P have nut I provided yon with conjurer's 
robes, stills, glasses, furnaces, coals, and all other ma- 
terials, to carry on thy profitable farce? Answer me, 
knave, have I not done ail this? 

8ub. And answer ne, n^iscreant, hast thou not thy 
share of the plunder? Sirrah, thou art as craving and 
QUthankfiil as a bumbailiff'. 

Face. And thou, poltroon, as tricking as a Jewish 
stock-broker, or an Old Bailey solicitor. 

Enter Tricksy. 

Trickf How now, my masters? What tantrums are 
these, 1 trow ? Why ye look as black at each other as a 
dark Christmas. 

Sub. The dog is more hateful to me than cheese. 

Face. And thou to me more detestable than the ful- 
some steam of a tallow-chandler's workshop. 

Trick. Por shame, talk not so loud, you will diseover 
yourselves. 

Face, 1 care not; welcome pillory or cart, so that 
▼arlet has his share. 
■ Sub, Content, so thou art cropped or hanged first 

Trick. Hey-day, hey-day, if yon are for that sport 
have among ye; 1 must raise my voice too, then look 
to it ; why, vou couple of paltry, petulant knaves, can't 
we Gomfortablv share gains, and be< quiet? 

Face. Why it is all his fault, Doll. 

Sub. I deny it. 

Trick. Tis both your faults, you tinder-temper'd 
knaves; you sputter at one another, and vet have as 
little oonrage as honesty; I know your high words and 
big looks; you spend voor lungs to bawl, and strain 
your U^iba- to stride, witboot any meaning. 
\ 
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Sub. Tftke breath, Doll—Uke brealli. 

TricL Take breaUi! Ads my life, shake hands, lire 
peacoablj, and cheal industrioosly, or tremble at mj 
▼engeaaoe; I'll expose ye — get a genteel reward for 
apprehend iog sooh notorious rogues. 

Sub, Naj but, dear OoU— Doll, the soflr-DoU, the 
gentle. 

Trick. No wheedling, Mr. Moroae, but swear. 

Sub. What woaldst ihou have me swear? 

Trick. To leave idle disputation and high words for 
industry in promoting our common cause, this will 
best become jou. 

Sub. By my hopes, I meant no other; what I said 
was only to spur him up a little. 

Trick, Come, come, no more ; we want no whipping 
nor spurring ; take hands — no frowns, but cordiality ; 
I proclaim a peace. 

Sub. Which for thy sake, fair mediatrix, I will keep 
religiously. 

Face. And I. 

Trick, ril have no Frenchified professions, fair fiu)es, 
with designing hearts — for mj sake ! keep the oompaet 
for your own. 

Face. Wench of spirit, we will ; and, as a reward 
for tby pains, thou shalt be lady Face, or lady Sabtle. 

Trick, Marry, come op, I trow— hi wonderfal oatoh 
-—suppose 1 should be neither, but of that hereafter- 
is it not near the hour when that prince of simplicity, 
ny sweet swain, the tobacconist, is to be here? 

Sub. It is. Face, be thou in the way, to meet and 
conduct him to an audience. 

Face. Fear not ', I'll plaj the gudgeon with an angler's 
skill. ; (kxU. 

Sub. Why, Doll, then hast almost as many admirers 
as Helen. 

Trick. Adminei?! if the frames were not gilded, the 
pictures would be intolerable ; as for instance, Abel 
I^ragger, whose formality of phiz, and shallowness of 
scull, might for a few risits make even melanoholy 
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smile ; then that oambersome repository of ill thooghts, 
sir EpilDore, who batters mv ears with 6aofa {pomposity 
of phrase, that I should always have a dictionary at 
liand to understand him ; he is, for mouthing, the puff 'd- 
up crier of Cupid's court. 

Sub. He w indeed a rich subject for imposition. — 
Good wench, thou art to us as a conjm^r's show-cloth, 
to draw in the gaping crowd ; most of the sheep are 
penned by thee, and we fleece them. 

Trick* Yes, that you do pretty handsomely — but of 
all my nameroas |;allants, I am most troubled with 
Headlong, the betting, boxing blade ; and often fancy 
I stand in danger of feeling personally, by way of joke, 
the dexterity of his fists. 

Sub. Hush! I hear somebody coming— retire till 
occasion demands thy presence; and above all, remem- 
ber the feigned madness I have taught thee for thy next 
interview with sir Bpicure — ^much depends on that. 

Trick. Fear not— he shall think me fresh slipped 
from the region of Moorfields. [Exit. 

Sub* Now for suitable importance of look, and 
esfsntial obscurity of phrase; by which the prudent 
are sometimes, and the foolish are always taken in. 

Re-enter Face, with Abel Druogbr. 

Face. There he is — the wonder of the world— past, 
present, and to come, are as familiar to him as thoa art 
with thy own fiuse; there's not a fixed planet, nor even 
a wandering star, beyond his knowledge. ' 

lApart to Face* 

Drug. Mayhap so — then he must have a power of 
acquaintances — ^I should not remember half of them. 

[Apart, 

Face. Yon ! — comparisons are — but mum — he turns 
qpon us. [Apart* 

Sub, So, friend, thy naine is Abel Drugger. 

Dru^. Yes, sir. 

Sub. And thou art a vender of tobacco. 

Z>rt4^. Trae, sir. 
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Sub. Pr«e of the moen. 

Drug. Ay, an il tdeaae joa. 

Sub. Thoo art lucky—* good star rrignod at tby 
birth. 

Face. Mind that, little Nab. [Apurt, 

Drug. I hope it was a nortb star— Ihey say tliat's 
laokiMt now. 

Sub. Thou hast an illustrioos set of features. 

Drug. Yes, very lustroas— mother used to eall mo 
her bright baby Abel. 

Sub. Well— now for boaineae— what wowMst Ihea 
have with mei 

Drug, This, an please year wise worship— I aaia 
young beginner, and am building a new shop, if it likes 

{our reverence— it is jost at the ooraer of a streelr- 
ere^ the plot on't; and 1 wonid know, by art, air, ef 
your venerableship, which way i should asake ny doer 
by ueoromany, and where to place my boxes, where 
my shelves, and where my pots — I should be glad to 
thrive— ^I was wished to you by captain Pace hM«,'my 
▼ery good friend. Who savs that you knowfi men*a pla- 
aets, and their good aagels and their bad. 

Sub. He telb you a most solemn trath : 1 do kaow 
them. 

Drug. I pra^ yon, captain, speak for me to master 
Doctor; biS' wisdom hath taken both my oeara^ and 
breath away. 

F€oe. Well, well, I'll 
Doctor, this is my friend; 
honest fellow. 

Drug. Yes, very honest. 

Ffioe. And no goldsmith. 

Drug, No, no goldsmith. 

^6. And, as 1 have already hinted, very fortimate— 
at which allow me to rejoice— soft — metaposcopy ia- 
forins me that your chesnot, or olive-coloured hair, 
does never fail ; besides, your long ears promise ex- 
tremely well— you were born on a Wedaeaday. 

Drug, Good now — by my truly, and ao 1 waa. 
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Face» h oot tUt aslonuUnpf ? [Apart* 

Sub. The tbiirob in obiromaooy we fi^vo to Venox, 
Ibe fore finger to Jove, the midil to Satarni the ring 
to $ol, the leaat to Bferoory. . 

{While Subtle w examining Dmggeir't Fingen, he 
• steals off a Ring. 

Drug. Nay, tnd yon g^?6 Ihem all away, I shall 
hare none for m? self. 

Face. Isnottbiastraiiga? [Apart, 

Drug. Yes, truly, very strangle. [Missing his Ring, 

Sub. Now for attoution—tliis ia thy house. 

Drug, Yes, sir. 

Sub. And these are^our two sides. 

Drug. So they are indeed, sir. 

Sub, Mark me then — make yonr door here in the 
sotttb, yonr broad-side west, and to the east side of 
^oor shop write in fiur golden letters these words, 
Mathlai, tarmael, baraborat 

f^r^. Mallay, tamroiil, boreabrat — what may that 
be in English, an like your wise worship? 

Face, Mnm there; plain English woaldrnin all. 

Sub, Upon the north side inscribe Thael, Telil, t 

Drug. Rael, Tolil, thiol. 

Sub, Those are the names of suoh meroorial spirits 
as fri||^ht flies from boxes, oobweba from shelves, and 
vermin from thy oopb«urds. 

Druf . I pray yon, sir, write down these oharms^ for 
I have but a sieve*like memorv— all runs throogh. 

^ Sub. Fear not ; IMI strengtnen thy recoUeotioo, and 
give thee, for 1 like thy countenance, snoh other assist- 
ance as will make thee stand a fidr chanoe to possess 
that source of boundless riches, the philosopher's 8tone« 
* Face. Hearest thou that, little Nab? [Apart, 

Drug. Ay, I do, good captain — ^wbat must I nve the 
doctor? [Apart, 

Face. Give him — consider thou art a made man — thoo 
cans^ not possibly give less than — but hold, that yon 
may try his wisdom a little closer^ ask him about any 
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partibalar ciroamstance that happened Boae time siiioe 
— nee if he ean tell. [Apart. 

Drug, ril do't [ylport] With your worship^ good 
favour, I would ask what Happened tome, last Martia- 
mass-day was twelvemonth, at nijHitP 

Sub. I see tfaoa donbt'st my skill— but III indolge 
thee. Aries, Taams, Virgo, ^igittarias, Caprioornns, 
whisper in my ear the event I am qoestioned npon. 

Drug. Are all these brother oonjarer's he's tsJkinr 
to? lApart, 

Sub. Thon never wast at a tavern in thy life bat on 
tlie eveninff thou hast mentioned. 

Drtig. iValh, and no more I was not. 

SuJb. There you was so sick — 

Dhrtig. What, can yon tell that too?— Ay, we bad 
been out shooting water- wagtails, and I had n^otten a 
rare stomach — so eating a piece of fat ram mutton for 
supper, it lay heavy on my stomach, and my hend did 
so ache. — 

Face. And Nab having no head 

Dntg. Noi no head. 
' Sub. You were obliged to be carried home, where a 
good old woman 

Drug. Yes, faith, she cured me with sodden ale and 
pellitory bUh' wall — it cost me but twopence. 

Face, Wonderful cheap. 

Drug. But I had anoUier sickness, worse than the 
ram mutton. 

Sub. That too I know; it was grief at being aessed 
eighteen-penoe for the water-works. 

Drug. As 1 am a true man, and so it waa— ay, it had 
like to have cost me my life — ^'twas done in perfect 
spite. 

Sub, Nay, thy very hair fell off. 

Drug, Ay, and it has never oorl'd since. Every 

s;|rllBble true, as 1 stand here, captain Face — I'll give 
him a crown. 

Face, What? 

Drug, Yes, HI give him a crown. 
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Face.^ A erown ! I blasb to think of it : what, after 

coQuuUihif so many stars, and obtaining^ such marks of 

l^ood fortune, put the doctor off with a less fee than 

- jOQ mast give for a pettifogfifing lawyer's letter — oh t 

•haine, shame! what gold hast thon about thee? 

[Apart, 

Drug. A two guinea piece, which was left me bj mr 

jprandmother ; and I would fein leave it to mjr grancl- 

child. ^ [Apart. 

Face. Pshaw, pshaw — give it' to the doctor — na^, 

pause not, man — and the next visit make it ten — is it 

not a cheap purchase of ten times ten millions? — Mind 

that, Nab. [Apart, 

Drug. Well, friend captain, since yoa desire it— but 

•han't J ask him for any change ? [Apart, 

Face, Not for the world. lAvart, 

Drug. There then — so 1 thank your worship — I am 

your conjnrership's humble servant — [Going] — I had 

almost forgot — I would desire another favour of his 

worship. 

Sub. What is that, my knight of the steady phis? 
Dn^, That your doctorship will be so kind, as to be 
HO civil, to look over m^ almanac, and cross out my 
ill days; that I may neither buy, nor sell, nor trust, 
upon them. 

Face. I promise this shall be done against the after- 
noon. 

Sub, It shall — moreover, I will mark out a disposi- 
tion of thy shelves, devise a sign, with other matters 
that may serve thee. 

Face, Rejoice, Nab, ihoo art in high favour with the 
doctor. 

Drug. I humbly thank your grace, and if your rever- 
ence comes near Pye-oorner, you shall be welcome to 
some of my best Oroonoko, Virginia, long-cut, short- 
out, saffron, shag, or — ^your conjurership's most hum- 
ble servant. [Exit, 
Face, Ha, ha, ha! thus grist flows into our mili-^ 
what think you of this tame pigeon ? 
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Stih, An excellent sabjeot for iiqpontioB* and qoile 
ripe for plaokinff} tlie slock is iDdebled to thee for 
brini^iofl^ mm to nand— at his next visit Doll shall plj 
him on another side, in the character of a rich widow 
— I mast in and prepare mjrself for sir Bpioore Mam- 
mon ; do thou slip on the laboratory disuse, and watch 
his coming to the door. [£ammt. 



ACT THB SBCOND. 




SCENE I. 
< Enter Sir Bpicues Mammon and Face. 

Sir £. Well, my Zephyras, do we soooeed ? If our 
day come? BlasHes Ihe bolt's head? 

Face. Even with a virgin glow. 

Sir E. Bxcelleot; now thea, Langs, all ray care 
mnat be where to get staff enoagfa for Iraosmatation. 

Face. Your worship most bay the metal covering 
from the roofs of ohorohes. 

Sir E* Thou sav'st well ; and instead thereof place 
thatch ; thatch will sit lighter on their rafters. Well, 
after this da^, all that art can frame, or laxary can 
desire, is mine ; Til have a seraglio, to pat the grand 
ngnior's oat of conntenanee ; for where's that Maotv 
can withstand a knight of gold ? — my very slaves shall 
live on soch viands as monarchs now call rarities; thv 
oares too, my Lungs, are near an epd; this night 1*11 
mannmit thee from the furnace, and repair thy brain, 
bort with fume oW metals. 
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Face* I thank yon, ur; I hare indeed blown hard 
for your worship. , 

Sir E. And thoa shall have reward ; a ton of jrold 
shall pay thee; the largest bell our island can afford 
ril change into that ghtrious metal, so may'st thon ring 
thy noble fortune. — Where's thy master? 

Face. Within, sir, at his prayers for the soeoess of 
our great projection. 

Sir E. Good soul, to pray so much, and tojl so hard 
for mv emolument. Thon, Lungs, when 1 have got thee 
into flesh a little, shalt be my kisier aga, the keeper 
of my wanton nymphs, more fair than those who tripped 
the Cyprian grove. 

Face. Hold, sir, not a proiiiae word — for see the 
pioos doctor comes. [Exit, 

Enter Subtle. 

1^ K Good morrow, father. ■^^- '■ 

Sub. Gentle son, good morrow — but wherefore here 
40 soon P I fear me yoQ are oovfUoos, and wish poises 
•ioo of the stone for carnal apj)etite; take heed yon do 
not throw the near hand blessing from you witb nngo- 
temed haste; I sbonld be sorry, to see my laboors, 
DOW on the point of perfection, not prosper where my 
honest love has plaoea Uiem : as they have been meant 
for poblio good, for pious uses, and mere charity — 
shonldst thou pursue aught else, a enrse will follow thy 
deceitful ways. 

Sir E. I know it, yeneraUe sir— you shall aol need 
to fear me~l will be charity itself; there shall nwt be 
an empty stomach, or a tlurMd*bare ooat in the natioii; 
I will build ohurohes, endow hospitals, and make leaa 
pnrates pinmp as fat metropoliUns ; I will give a«eb 
premiums for virtue, that vice shall be ashamed lo ahow 
lis faee ; all arts, all scienoes, shall thrive beoefttb my 
smile, and every comfort of life lie open to everv kaad ; 
while temperance and doing good, to me, shall be the 
highest, luxury. 

Sub. Fairly spoken, if sinoerity .givea waive to thy 
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wordf. — ^Uleir, look well to the register, and let your 
heat lessen by deirrees to the aladeb. [To Face, vfithin. 

Face. I shall, ur. 

6'tt6. Look on, and Ining word of what complexion 

is glass B. [To face]— Son of my care, thy happiness 

approaches. [To Sir Epicure] How now, what coloar 

nys it.^ [To Face, 

Re-enter Facb. 

Face. The ground black, sir. 

Sir £. That's your crow's head. 

Sub. Be not too forward, son— the prooess then was 
right. 

Face. Yes, by the token, sir ; the retort broke, and 
what was saved was put into the pellioane, and sealed 
with Hermes' seal. 

Sub. I think 'twas so; we should ^ow have fresh 
amalgama ; but 1 care not; let him e'en die. 

Face. Our knight must have the other sqneese. 
lAtide] I wbold not yon should let any die now, if I 
might counsel, sir. for luck's sake to the rest 

Sir E. Lungs, thoo art right; now our harvest is at 
hand, why should it want the ripening^ 

Face. Nay, I know it* sir ; I have seen the ill for- 
tune ;'-what are some six oonces of fresh materials. 

Sir E. What, no more? a very trifle— good sir, what 
shall I give him? [Afwrt to Subtle. 

Sub* Some twenty pounds, or yoa may make it fire- 
and -twenty. ^ 

Sir E. There ismy pnrse with thirty ; 1 shall have 
MB many tons ere night. 

Sub, Well snapped, ^geon. lAndel This needed 
not, but yon will nave it so — now mnst 1 set the oil of 

lana, and the philosopher's rinegar in kemia Ulen, 

ffo thoa for the amalgama— son, your leave awhile. 
* [Exit. 

Sir £. Lungs, where's ray lovely dame, ny Cyprian 
queen ; might 1 not, by thy good help, bask for a mo- 
ment in the sunshine of her eye^ — here's money for the 
pains thno tak'st to serve me. [6K«et Face Money, 
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Face, I am yonr slave — I'll send her to jour wish. 

[£nL 

Sir £. Sure every smiliDg^ planel reigned at thj 
birth, sir Epicure, to mark thee out the eldest AtTou- 
rite of fortune-^but she comes. 

Enter Tricksy. 
Allow me, madam, to offer up mj vows with raptors 
at the shrine of your charms. 

Trick. The vows of menu sir Epicure, are false. 

Sir E. Mine, fair dame, as true as alcbvmy, and rich 
as the philosopher's stone, which [ am shortly to pos- 
sess : suffer this rinr to sparkle with added lustre opoo 
that finger, whose deliGate proportion not Phidias nor 
Praxiteles, were they alive again, with art sculptoriaa 
could describe. 

Trick. Your praise and favour, sir, speak warmly to 
my heart. 

Sir E. Soon shall they glow upon thee with the fer- 
vouR of an iEthionian sun ; to-morrow will purchase 
the monarchy of this nether globe, and make thee, my 
second Venus, queen on't. ■ Now let a touch of those 
soft lips confirm our contract 

Trick. Avaunt, ambassador of* sin, and tooch me 
not — emblem of vice, I've found thee. 

Sir E. Found me ; I didn't know that I was lost 
^ Trick. Thy eyes'are blind, thy tongue lioentious, thy 
limbs disordered. 

Sir E. How she sUres I T Aside, 

Trick. Thou walking volcano, thou embodied fever, 
go lay thee in the winter's frown lap, and let him weep 
snow on thee, to allay thy raging heat 

Sir E. Mad as a Maro£ hi^e— would I were out of 
the boose! [Ande, 

Trick. Thy cousins, Etna and Vesuvius, yomit not 
combustibles more destructive than are winged oa thy 
infectious breath — come, if thou hast courage, I'll lead 
the way from off this sky-crown'd rock, and headlon 
plnngp lAto yon roaring deep— thou tremblealrr-giiilt 
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makes a coward of. thee, and thou must remain a pr«j 
to self-Gonsaminj^ flames; while white-winged doves 
wait to bear me to the fields of bliss, where such as 
thou can never, never, never ooroe. 

Re-enter Face. 

Face. What's the matter? How did yon work her to 
this? 

Sir E. Nay I know not, Langs, unless by asking a 
civil salute. 

Face. Ah, there it is — ^knew yon not her lender 
brain P once hurl by love and matchless modesty, dear 
good lady. 

SvrE. Right, Longs; coax her, Lnngs. ^ 

Trick» Najf, shepherds, cease yonr melting strains, 
they are all in vain — I have no heart to give — ^'twas 
stolen long since-— what, do yon alter notes and looks 
so soon? — worse than the raven's discord-^black as 
the brow of night ; oh, yon can quickly change— but I 
defy YOU aU-4br at my beck ten thousand spirits wait, 
to whom this nether ^lobe, with all its load of sins, 
would be but a sportive toy, to bandy through un- 
bounded regions of the trackless air. 

Face. It is all over, we shall never lay her now ; and, 
if the old man should hear her, we should be all undone 

— hark, was not that his footstep? Move off, Doll. 

[Aside* 

Trick. The shade of Yarico has sent a card, and 
would attend m^ rout this night — will ye join this in- 
substantial meeting of visitants from the other world i 
Man of flesh, thon art too gross; throw off mortality, 
iuid take a frisk amongst ns. [ExiU 

Sub. IWithin] What profane noise is here? 

Face. He comes. [They go off* 

Re-enter Subtle. 
Sub. How! what sight doth wound my eyes? clouds 
and darkness, else why shun the light? — who's here, 
my son? [Bvings on Sir Epicure^ I have lived too 
long. 
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SirE, Nay, good dear fktfaer, there waa no dkbonett 
purpose. 

>Suh> Nay, tell oot me, I knew it ere I aaw ; our great 
work hath stood still these ten minateii, and all oar 
lesser works gone back — ^this will retard our happy 

views a month at least, if not 

[A laud Crack and Naite. 

Sir E, Mercy on os ! what dreadfal noise is that? 

R^-enter Face. 

Face. Oh, sir, we are all defeated, all the works are 
flown in farao. [ExU Subtle. 

Sir £. Oh, Lungs! what, nothing saved? 

Face. I fear nothing worth mention ; yet the doctor, 
good soul, is gone to see— charity-— obarity, he says, 
may work a wonderful efleot 

Sir E. I will do any thing — I will do all. 

Face, Well, sir, for the present, suppose you briii|r 
one hundred to Bethlem, for those who have lost tlicir 
wits ; one hand red for tlie Magdalen, as sin of that kind 
has been your fault, and leave the snms to the dispe- 
sal of our doctor: such marks of your contrition, and 
his prayers, may give a fresh process desirable eflfeot 

Sir £. Thanks, Longs, for tbv advice ; I doobt not 
it will speed, therefore the cash I will prepare— ai^ 
henceforth be cautious of erack-brain'd beanty. [EsU. 

Sub. [Peeps in] What, is the lump of knightly flesk 
departed, FaoeP 

Face. Yes, and with a heavy heart, but not qoite 
hopeless. 

Re-enter Subtle. 

. Sub. Right, thon play'st him t&a hair— hark! I hear 

approtching steps. [Exit Facey How often do the 

worldly wise, happy in their imagined policy, fool 

away substantial possessions pursuing ahaoows! 

Re-enter FACE^'vnth MisS Rantipole. 
Face, There, madam, ia the gentieman I presoBe yoa 
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Miss R, Well, Mr. Conjurer, as I am told yoD at« 
very intimate with the alara, I am inoHned for a little 
oon?erfiation with yoa ; and that we may better under** 
stand one another — there are a few g^uineas. 

Sub. Give me leave, madam, as I see the charms of 
^oar person, though with the dim eyes of ai^e, to inqaire 
into the beaoties m yoor pocket ; as thence perhaps we 
may properlv estimate the violent attachment of yoar 
numeroos admirers. 

MissR, What, fortune you mean? that, sir, I am 
not ashamed to explain, havings had these twelvemonths 
past, by the will of my good old grandfather, twenty 
thousand pounds at my own disposal. 

Face, Nay, madam, it is not at all wonderful that 
you should have an admirer for every thouHand-^be- 
sides being at your own disposal, the fiitigne and dan- 
ger of a trip to Scotland are rendered unnecessary. 

MissR. True, sir — at the age of sixteen 1 was a 
fond, foolish, credulous creature, and thonght of no* 
thing but flames, darts, constancvt and dying — if a 
young fellow looked but grave—- heigho ! I pitted him; 
but now, as lady Fanny Plirtem says, if an army of 
lovers was before me, with pistols at their ears, dag^ 
gers at their breasts, running nooses round their necks, 
or poison at their mouths, 1 conld look on with the 
most immoveable composure, the true unfeeling, fashion- 
able indifference. 

Face. This is rather philosophical than humane. 

Af tM R. Humane, ha, ha, ha I and pray what have 
fine ladies to do with humanity i — though there is a 
joung baronet in my traiu, who could occasion some 
fluttor hwe, if be was a little more polished ; but the 
teasing creature is so pettish, and so j«.alous, and so 
grave, and so wis»— pray, Mr. C<»njur«r, could nut you 
Dut him under the influence of Monie fashionable star? — 
I'll send him to a6e you — a little more taste, and Jtssen 
his gravity J— «fler I have had my fling, seen all the 
world, heard all the pretty things that can be said, 
fretted a score of lovers to death, and am on the brink 
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of becomiog an old maid, perhaps I may fink into a 
domestic animal. — But 3rou must excuse my abrupt 
departure; I have a doaen friendly pop visits to make 
in less than an hour/ and would not miss one for the 
unirerse: [Exit. 

Sub. Truly, a volatile sprig of flirtation — but me-' 
thinks I hear Abel's voice. TE^t Face] — Now, gravity 
and absence, wrap me round in thy deceptive robe. 

Enter Abel Druooer. 
Well, master Tobacconist. 

Drug, I have brought your worship a taste of right 
Oroonoko — or, if thaPs too mild 

Sub, This, as a mark of thy honest regard, will do. 

Drt^, I wish his honour, captain Face, had been 
here ; I have not half the dacity to speak as when be is 
by. 

• Sub. Why not, my honest friend ? a just case may 
alwavs speak openly ; but excuse me, reflection calls, 
and I must leave this world awhile. 

Drug. Leave this world a while— and yet he stands 
just where he. did; but he's amongst the stars, and 
taking a thousand miles at a jump; why, these conju- 
rers are 

Re-enter Face, who slaps Drugger on the Shoulder, 
Oh, you frightened me. 

Face, So, honest Nab, I see thou art alone— for the 
doctor is with his spirits, but well upon him. [Apart. 

Sub, How now ! what mates, what baiards have we 
here? 

Face, I thouj^ht he would be furious — a piece of 
gold to soften him. lApart. 

Drug: What, another ? I Apart, 

Face. Ay, ay, what mar the sheep for a halfpenny 
worth of tar?— come, i'U give it the doctor. [Apart} 
Now thy business. 

Dru^. About a sign, sir. 

Face, Ay, a good, lucky, thriving sign, doctor.. 
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Sub* I have been tfainking for bis service — I ynW 
have none tbat's stale or oommon« A townsman born 
in Taurus gives the bull; or the bull's bead — ^in Aries, 
the ram— roth poor devices ; no, let me form his name 
into some mjslio character, whose radii, striking the 
senses of each passer by, shall with a virtual influence 
breed affections which may result upon the party that 
owns it. 

Face. Mark that. Nab. 

Sub. He shall have a bell, that's Abel. 

Drug. Abel. 

Sub. And by it standing one, whos6 name is Dee, in 
a rug gown. 

Drug. A rug gown. 

Sub. D and rug, you know, mak« I^ng. 

Face. Excellent 

Sub. And right against him, a dog snarling err. 

Drug. Brr, AbefDrugger— he, he, he! why, that's 
my name. 

Sub. These emblems, thus conjoined, form a lucky 
sign with mystery and hieroglyphic. 

Face. Why, Abel, thou art made. 

Drug, I do humbly thank his worship. 

Face. Six more such legs will not do it; thy word 
is passed to bring a piece of damask. 

Dru^. Yes, sir — out I have another thing I would 
impart. 

Sub. Out with it, Triend. 

Drug. There visits near me a rich young widow. 

Face. A bona roba. 

Drug. Ay, rona boba, but nineteen at the most. 

Sub. She whom thou menliuiiest is now in my study, 
casting a figure — 1 know her to be the same — tall. 

Drug. Yes, an like your worship, she makes a parfit 
mushroom of me. 

Sub. Chesnut hair— leering eye. 

Drug. Very leering eye — ^your worship has her to 
aT. 

Sub, I teU thee she is within ; Til work in thy favour, 
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umI thoo diamiave immedute oonf ero nc e t his tobacco 
is good thoa gavest nw; how much is there of it? 

2>ru^. A. very honest poand. 

Face. Doctor, Nab will present thee with a hogshead 
of it 

Drug. Won't haif a oitedo?-~it cosis me 

[Apart. 

Face. Pshaw, hanr costs, when a rich widow's in the 
case. [ J.|NirtJ— Andne will fbrnish yoo also, grave sir, 
with one of the richest soits of damask he can pro- 
cure. 

Suh. Saoh men are worthy fortoae^s smiles — I'll send 
the widow. [£xtt 

Face, ril follow, and keep the doctor warm m Ihj 
interest, little Nab. \Bxit. 

Drug. Let me see what these coi^urattoiis will cost 
me — m two gaiuea piece, my rio|(, a pound of tobacco, 
then a hogshead ; besides a suit of damask, and wed> 
ding charges into the bargain — why, altogether can't 
come to less than-— oh, here she is-^what a charming 
figure tu stand behind a coanter — I'll warrant she^ll sell 
twice as much as me j my shop will be the racetang- 
plaoe of gallanls. 

Re-enter Tricksy. 
Trick. Oh, Mr. Tobacconist, vonr servant 
Drug, How suflly her mouth opens, as if her lips 
were*airaid to part; and then it shuts, as if thcT were 
g\tid to meet. [Aside. 

Trick. The charming creature is wrapped op in me- 
ditation ; wimt can that wise set of features be engaged 

nnan ? [A^dc. 



Drug. How softly spoken! one to my mind exactly 
my bead won't bear much noise. [Aside} . Oh, who 

would have thought to see you here? bat they say 

mountains will meet 

Trick. Yes. sir, things little expected will happaii— 

I never thought of lo«ng my dear husband so soon, ht 

was the be — b6-~best creatore—* 
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Drug, 0~<*d— doD't orv ; for I am so loader hesrted, 
I can't see any body cry bat 1 must cry too. 

Trick. I sliall esteem you the more. 

Drug. Esteem — now yon talk that way, have yon 
Uiought any more about our weddiD)(? 

Trtck. Good sir, 'tis not for me to think in such a 
case ; I must obey my &te» what the stars say 

Drug. Why I never knew the stars said any thing. 

Trick, Ob, but they denote most certainly — ^if we 
come together, 'tis they must do it 

Drug. Say yon sof then PU ro in and ask the doc* 
tor how and about it — he'K tell me any thing in the 
stars, or in the sun, or moon, or any where else. 

Trick. He is indeed a wonderful man, and a most 
valuable friend. 

> Drug. Well, I'll go^now have I a good mind to 
ask a uss — but I can't reach, and mayhap she may be 
ashamed to stoop before marriage— so I'll slay a bit. 

[AsidCf and exit. 

Trick* So there he goes — ha, ha, ha! a few minutes 
moro, and my &ce would have betrayed me ; gravity 
nnsl soon have given way. 

ifeod. [Within] Hollo, doctoi^ — master alcfaymist I 

Trick. My fighting swain, di I live; a UlUe mal- 
apropos, but we must make the best on't 

Enter Headlo«o. 

Head. How now, my buxom widow here? that's 
more than I thought for — tip us thy hand — ^I oarae to 
tell thia here doctor what a rare scholar I am ; I can 
almost ouarrel with any body now — ^when he has made 
me perfeet in the cross-buttock and brain blow, I 
shall not fear the best he that stands in shoe of lea^ 
tker. 

Trick. Excellent : I love a man of spirit. 

Head. Spirit to the bsck-bone; 1 never die dunghill 
—always game— I had a damned fine tussle in the Ftek 
just now. 

Trick. Was it high fm? 
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Head. Rare rij^! It woald have oiade joo bunt jour 
tides with laughing; too shall hear the whole affair. 

Trick, Pray do ; I love a bit of mischief vastly. 

Head. Why, you must know, my nrl of fire, as I 
was coming at a good spanking rate, from St. James's 
cockpit, what should I meet, in the flagged passage of 
Spring-garden, but a queer sort of a naif gentleman; 
arm under arm, with a damned, mm, waddling wife, as 
I afterwards found she- was. 

Trick. Going, I suppose, to take a matrimonial walk 
in the Park — vulgar creatures, antediluvian wretches! 

Head. You have hit it->-as I brushed by with my 
arms a kimbo, this elbow went plump into madam's 
bread-basket; she staggered; the husband put on a 
fighUng face, and cries, << What's that for."'-— <« What's 
that to you.^* said I.—*' It is to me,* says he.—" You 
lie," says I. — ** You are an impudent blockhead," says 
he. — ** You are a ragamuffin," says I, "and take that" 
— ^giving him a tip across the cheek — ^into the Park we 
went-^ ring was made, and as pretty a set-to we bad, 
for about five minutes, as any one would wish to see; 
till giving him a plump of tiie jaw, which broke two of 
his grinders, he sickened, so gave up : then we ahook 
hands and made friends. 

Trick. Droll and pleasant to the last degree; ha, ha; 
ha! 

Head. Oh ! but I should have told you a merrj affair 
that happened yesterday. After knocking off nx bot- 
tles or Madeira, hand to fist— lord Graceless — a 
damned honest fellow, and myself, matched our nagi 
from Windsor to London, the peer laying sixty guineas 
to forty : — well, off we set, and maintained a devilish 
deep rate till we came to Turnham-green, where the 
sport began ; as we were tugging for the lead, whi|^ 
and spur, I bolted a blind beggar into the ditch ; in 
less than ten seconds his lordship flew over an old wo- 
man, riding upon an ass between two milk-muls ; sack 
a scene, ha, ha, ha! would have made Mr. What-d*ye« 
callum, the crying philosopher, himself laugh } hers 
lay the peer's hone with his neck broke, there tbe old 
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woman f^roaninff, yonder the aas kickiuf^, and his lord- 
ship sprawling through the milky-way, like a wounded 
frog in a dnok-pond. 

Trick. Inimitable, ha, ha, ha! why this is higher life 
than yoor battle — besides, you won the wager. 

Head, Yes, yes, widow, I toached the spankers, the 
yellow boys, and intend to la^ 'em oat in a present for 
you. When we are married, if any man does bat squint 
at yoo, ril plump and rib him. 

Re-enter Subtle, Face, and Abel Drugger. 
Mr. Doctor, I hare been telling my widow here of the 
prettiest bruising-matoh 

Face, Mind that, Nab— speak to him — I'll second 
yoo. lApart to Drugger. 

Drue. Will you? then I'll do't. [ilpart]— Your 
widow? — mayhap not. 

Head. Mayhap ay — and if I hear any more of year 
haps, lookye, d'ye see, I'll give you a douce o'th' chaps, 
mind that. 

Drug. And if yon do, yoo may get as good as yon 
bring, for all your fighting face. 

Trick. NaT, good gentlemen, don't fight on my ao- 
ooant — I'll please you both, if I can. 

Head. You— no, no, little buxom, only a few knocks 
for love, to see who's the best man, that's all-— will you 
strip? 

Drug. As soon as yourself. 

ffeoa. Now then come on, little tickle-pitcher. 

Drug. I am at thee, bully bluff. [Thev Jight. 

Face, Bravely done, my Hector of Troy, tnon art 
▼ictorious as Alexander, and shalt be crowned with 
tobacco instead of laurel ; Jtake thy fair widow, retire 
and compose thyself. 

Dru^. Master captain, I can feesee tightly, when I 
see occasion. [£^i ^f^ Trichy, 

Enter Knowlife, with Conttables, 
Know, Come, walk in gentlemen, we'll dear, this nest 
of hornets. 
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Re-enter Face* 

Face. How, my roaster relorned! oarsed chanoe 
then we are all andone — not a loophole to escape. 

X-dsidei 

Know. Hey-dav ! what, my laitbful Jeremy melaoior- 
phosed into an officerioal appearance? 

Face. Only an innoeent frolic — if 1 had known joor 
honour 

Know. Ay, ay, If yon had known I was coming, yon 
would have been better prepared, I doubt it not — why, 
han}(^o{|^, what vitlanous work have yon been makings 
of this house during my absence? — ^no prevaricatioo— 
I have heard of yonr converting it into an impoator- 
shop, where gulls have been decoyed to barter real 
property for empty hopes.— —<What, reverend cheat, art 
thop the leader of the gang? [Brings Subtle forwartL 

Sitb. What a glorious harvest is here blasted! 

Re-^nter Sir Epicure Mammon. 

Sir E. A feather-headed poppy had like to ran roe 
over, and was within a hair's oreadth of tumbling me 
neck and heels down the whole flight of stairs — but 
here it is, my alchymist, here are the means of repara- 
tion ; one hundred pounds for Belhlem, as maen for 
the Magdalen, besides fifty to purchase fresh amal- 
gama. 

Know. What puffed-np bladder of folly have we 
here? 

Sir E. I am a knight, and my alchymist there is to 
' make me a knight of gold. 

Know. Leave my house. 

Sir E. Yonr house ? 

^ Know. Yes, mine, sir — no big looks, or I shall con- 
vince yon of the property in a very disagreeable man- 
ner. 

^ Sir E. Oons, it this be the case, I'll never trust the 
stars again, and every roan that speaks a hard word, in 
my mind shall be a cfaeat-^where's Mexico f—wkere's 
Peru? lExit. 
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Knom Now, culpriU, what defence can you make ? 
Face. To be ahorl, sir, having a mind above servi- 
tude, and UlenU to try a posh in life, I was resolved to 
make thomont of your absence-, the prospect was very 
fair, but the fabric of my hopes, like a bouse of card*, 
is levelled by a single puff: however, liaving littlelo 
risk, I have onU lost expectation; and having been 
guilty of no breach of trust respecUng you, imagme 
'myself tolerably safe from prosecution. 

Kium, Mighty well, evasive sir. .... 
Sub. As for me. sir, at whom you look with an inqni- 
siUve eye, being as low as the blind goddew could lay 
me, I was ready to snatch at any means of amending 
painful circomstances^yon will say, whj tjirn impos- 
tor.'— Look through the various classes of lite, and you 
will see how many who hold high heads, with fair out- 
sides, pursue worse practices ;— you may style me a 
knave, but since I have taken care not to be a poor ?»«? 
I shall draw that respect and safely trom well-lined 
pockets, which pennyless, shame-faced honesty could 
never have obtained. 

Re-enter Abel Druooer and Tricksy. 
Drue. Master captain and master doctor, 1 have set- 
tled tte whole affair— the widow here loves me like any 

^Snow. What unfeatherM cuckoo art thou? . 

Drug. Cuckoo in your leeth ; I gave one a trimming 
just now; and if you jaw much, mayhap you may come 
In for your share-nay, you need not squint so at this 
lady ; she is a rich widow, and is to be my wife. 

i^w. A rich widow ! ha. ha, ha! thou art too con- 
temptible for serious resentment, thereture 1 voucbsale 
to tell thee this lady is my chambermaid, that captain 
my buUer. and your grave alchymist there a cheat, 
piJked up I know not where. As to these three, 1 U 
Secure tl^m tor justice «ake, and leave you to fand the 
«une way out that you came in^^^^ ^^ ^^^ ^^^ 

Drug. The widow his chambermaid, the captain his 
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boiler, and our wise alchemist a cheat— a pretty kettle 
of fish I have made of it— bnt esoapiiis^ the marriage 
noose is some oonifort however. 

Well, left thus alone, I'll return to mj shop. 
And all fotttre hopes from extrolog^j drop ; 
Henceforth I shall think it a pitiful trade; 
My head surely for conjuring never was made; 
But if 1 could conjure— a very good cause 
Should work my first spell— it should catch — ^ronr 
applause. [£nt. 
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ACT THE FIRST. 




SCENE I. 



S'S HnuM, 



Tke grt4$t Sgmmrt, At the rifkt Canur, in front t GRJPE'S 
with a low Door in ifs nd$ to the Square, and over the Doer m 
Windoa; tome pueet hachward, toward the Centre^ the Stage, 
ritee m ktrge ftuidrmnfuUir Pyrmnid; mt the left Comer of the 
Sfumre, in front y stands HUNKS'S House, viewed in PrMe; 
in its Side, fu^ng the Audienee, ere two Windows, the lower 

r iron Bmrsfrom top to hottom* Other Buildings, ms 

iBndrets, DwdUng-houtes, tj^e. compile the SHes of 
the Square to the distant fiat Scene, which affords a Night- 
proemeet of the Sea and Barhowr, shut out hp m statdp won 
Pattsade. Near it, on the right Uand, m single House pnfjeets ; 
having one spacious and verp lorn mndow on the second Hoor, 
To the left, in front, near HUNKS'S House, is a Draw^oeti, 
ewrrounded hy m low Breast-wall, whereon are Jleed two strong 
Poets, with a Cross-tar at top to support a large Pullep» 
Two opposite Streets open into the Square* At thetr entrance 
are set up large GMe Lamps, casting a strong Light over the 
whole Scene, 

llTLVl appears at HUNKS'S i^per Window, hems and eoughf 
repeatedip, as Signals to HARRIOT. 

Live. Hem ! hem ! Sbe doM uot hear me mre : 
I'll MBg theo. 
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At eye, sweet Philomel's fond lay, ^ 
His Philomela cheers ; ' . 

So love, whom spies' 0*6111 we by day/ 
Casts off at night bis fears. ILUteru. 

Hush ! no, all quiet ; her window still shut. Ah ! ber 
ancle's within. IListens] Eh ! no ; try a&rain. Hem, 
hem ! [^^n/?< louder. 

At eve, sweet Philomel's fond lay. 
His Philomelv cheers. 
IHarrioty attended by Jenny^ shows herself otGxip^i 
Window; she opens it^ and in a low Voice answers, 
singing to the latter strain of the same Air. 
Har, Love, tlioogh disgois'd by fears all day; 
By night nnmask'd appears. 

Live. My Harriot! your uncle's gone, then ? 

IPleased. 
Har. Gone — and yodrs ? 

Live. Gone too. Shall we down into the sqoare? 
J amy. Hist, hist ! some one cominji^. 'Protest, Mr. 
Lively, your uncle Hunks. Retire, retire, and let hipi 
pass. 

ILively retires, shutting his Window. Thetf keep 
tneirs half shuti watching Hunks*s motions. 

Enter Hunks slowly from the lefi Side, stops now and 
then, peeping round. 
Hunks. A morrain seize the inventor of these tell- 
tale lamps! the verjr bane of all clandestine enter- 
prize! why, here, 'tis as light as day now. Pfecks, 
we might as well have no night at all. Then those 
damned janizaries, everlastingly patroling and prying. 
Vexation upon vexation ! however, 'tis Inckily rather 
latish, and this a solitary quarter. Who knows? I 
may chance to execute my scheme still. ISees Gripe at , 
a disfatice] Pa^hJ what interloper now? 

ISteps aside to observe. 
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Jetmy. lAt the Window seeing Gripe} < So ! here 
comes fottter skiafliat, Gripe himMlf; away, mist, 
awaj. 

Enter Grips, pleated; toha draws forth a large Bunch 
rf Keys. I 

Crme, Saoh a golX, ha, ha, U! Bled so freelj ! hot, 
no tick ; no, no, the rooks would not tick. Pise on it! 
he has had a devilish tumble! Well, well, speed the 
ploagh ; his loss, my gain. Twenty per cent, premium, 
and two per cent, by the hour: no bad tontine. 

AlE. 

Let the noTioe depend on his look* ' 
On his science ihe gambler profest; 
What piffeon soever they plook^ 
Witn bis plumes I shall feather my nest. 

They fling, they ding, 

They swear, tfaiey tear. 
While snug 1 look on and sit still : 

For well I trow, 

Blow high, blow low. 
Bach puff will bring grist to my mill. 

A bird in the bush, we are told, 
Is pretty enough to the view; 
But I think, when 1 look on my gold. 
That one in the hand is worth two. 
For birds will fly, 
But what care I, 
While thus I oan hold 'em at will. 
Blow high, blow low, 
They never shaH go ; 
But and bring grist to my mill. 

{^Unlocks hit Door in a hurry, goes in, and shutt it. 

At the same moment Uwua comes forward, 

Hunkt, Gossip Gripe! Well, he's huosed. And 

now to reconnoitre jny scene of action. ISwrveying the 

Pyramid accurately] Hen then it is, nndernmth this 

pjfrMUd-r-that^^they have deposited the carcass of his 
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moHiahif, and tAong with it— all bis gold, lita plate. 

Ilia divRonds, hh [tf^'^ggwg Imnsejf] O Haaka, 

Haoka! what a treasure were heire now Acapaloo! 



Mj dear treasvire alwajs nigh me, 
Nigbt and day my strong box by me : 
Still to spy it. 

Eye it. 

And kneel. 
And deify it 
O what transport to behold. 
What delight to chink my gold. 
Mahomef 8 a scarry prophet, 
His fool's paradise, I scoff it. 
Think to gall folks with his honris! 
Beggar wenches withont dowries! 
Had he feign'd his heav'n of pelf, 
I'd ha* been a Turk myself. 

Live. [Open$ tht Window ioftlyl Pest seise Urn ! 
will he never be goneP [Aside, ihuts the Window. 
' Hunks, [Again surveying the Pyramid} No child's 
play to make a breach here; mast get nelp, iTeoks! 
t Ponders] Gripe ! yes, the very man ; bnt he— he'll be 
for going snacks; well, better ^ve half than lose all. 
Ay, ay, and here he comes, jnst m the nick* 

Rer-enter Gnirz, from his House. 
Gripe. [To himself^ while locking the DoorJ Safe 
bind, safe find; forage abroad, bat guard at home. 
Pise on't, how I loiter. 

[Pockeu the Keys ; atheU k^bbUmg mvay, Hwks 
calls tfUr him, 
Hunla. Gripe! Gossip Gripe! 
Gripe. [Juft looking back with a nod] Good night. 
Can't 8toy. 
Hwih$. AnuMnent Lord,B«Di what's your barry ? 
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Gripe. ICmnmghackj Harrj! why, Squander, the 
jounf^ merobant, falPQ in at hazard jond^r with some 
knowing ones, is fleeced, done up to the last shillios^, 
so I'm fetchins^ him a supply — ^Two hundred pieces. 

Hunks. And at what interest? lEarnaUy. 

Gripe. Pise on it ! a mere nothing : two per cent. 

Hunht, Are you turned fool i Two per cent.! 

lln surprise. 

Gripe. At— by the hoifr. 

Hunks. Oh! cry you mercy! But, Gowip! [With a 
mysterious Avr] 1 Observe that p^'ramid— -Yester- 
day, in a Taalt — beneath that pyramid — was interr'd 
the late mufti 

Gripe. Well, peace be with him. IWUh indifference. 

Hunks, Ye-s, and hfa rhino with us! for vou must 
know, that here in Smyrna, when a mufti dies, they 
burr all his riches with him ; they do, i'fecks. 

Uripe. Indeed! in that case, 'twould scarce rex a 
man to die. 

Hunks. It does mitigate, to be sure. 
^ Gripe. [After a Fausel All his riches buried with 
him! [I^yeing the Pyramid, then eagerly to Hunks'] 
V\»e on it. Gossip! here were a Tcntore now! Eh? 

Hunks. [Seeming to hesitate] And yet — I have my 
scruples. An*t it a sin think you to disturb the ashes 
of the dead ? But then the price is so great. 

Gripe. WeVe to go halves ! 

Hunks, A sacrilege! eh? 

Gripe. Not if we go halves. 

EECITATIT£. 

Gripe, Indeed had he a Christiao been. 
Hunks, O, ay, bad he a GhrisUan been. 
Gripe. Nice casuists might perhaps ! 
Hunks. Might what? 
Gripe. Prononnoe it sin. 
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DuBT. — Gripe and Hunks. 
Gripe, Bot a vile Turk, a mofli too. 
Hunks, Yes, Turk, and mafti too. 

A foe to wine^ 'tis true, 'lis trae. ^ 
Gripe, A foe to wine, 'tis true, 'tis true. 

Let's Uke. 
Buriks, Let's seize on all he left. 

Tis lawful spoil. 
Gripe, Not sinful theft. 

Uuuks, Tis lawful spoil, not sinful theft 
[They sJuike Hands, and are going of, when Lively 
ajmears at his Window, 
. Live, Rot 'em, will thej sleep here? Ah! he saw me. 
[Shuts the Window. 
Gripe. [Turning hattih/] Ha! somebody at that 
window, metbought ! 

Hunhs, Mv hopeful nephew^ 'tis like a floape-' 

l^raoe! bat, i feoks, I shall soon nd mj hands of him; 
ra shut him np in a mad-hpase! 

Gripe. An excellent scheme! Ay, ay, dean straw 
and a dark cell. The sconndrel flirts with my niece 
too; but, by your leave, I forbid the banns there. 
They'd instantly call as to account for their fortaoes. 

Hunks. They would, and be ever gaping, gaping at 
ours. But we waste time. Come, come along with me, 
to iret the implements for our enterprise. 

Gripe. Can't you as well step for them TOanelf? 

one business mast not obstruct another; I'll out carry 

my spark this cash, just hard by, and be back presently. 

[As the two Misers are going ofi\ Harriot appears at 

her Window attended hf Jenrnt^Jheu nuuce Signs 

of great joy, then retire as aescjending into the 

Square. In the mean ,time Lively unpcrews a 

nar of his Window, leaps down, and run^ iff f^npet 

Harrtot, Jenny with4rqws to watch. 
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DUET. — HARRIOT AND LIVELY. 

Har. They're gone, and oar fltmes we may freely reveal. 
Lite, What transport in this precious moment I feel. 

My Harriot 
Har, My Lively. 

Live, My Harriot 
Har. My Lively. 

Live. In vain they oor hearts would dissever ; 

I love, and will love you for ever. 
Har, In vain they our hearts would dissever. 
Live, For Harriot I live, and for Harriot would die. 
Har, Ah, Lively, 1 8wear„ and this heart cannot lie, 

I will ne'er be but yours. 
Live, What! never? 

Nor ever will I be but yours. 
Har, What! o«ver? 

Live, No, never will I be but yours. 
Har, Though Gripejooks his doors, 

IPoints at the Door open. 
Live. Though his windows Hunks grates, 

[Points to the unscrewed Bar, 
Har. Love loves to make fools of such wary grey pates. 
Live, Love loves to o'erreaoh such designing bald pates. 

Deign love.thien to guide us, 
Har.. ' Forever; 

Nor suffer these grubs to divide us. 
Live, Oh, never ! 

Har, Deign love then to guide us, for ever. 
Live. They shall not divide us: no, never. 

Jenny. [R^oinsthem] Well, mj dears, since npright 
love is ^our motive,, and downright matrimony your 
end, I tmnk I must, even beat about to bring you toge- 
ther. . 
Live. But wh^n, dear Jenny, when ? {^Eagerly, 

Jenny, Sooner, perhaps, llian you imagine.. Miss 
has an aunt in Dublin, lady Mildmay; her heart and 
house are open to. you. . 

Live, Why aren't we gone then? What stops us? 
JjB^ny, Stops! what stops many an hopeful project?. 
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I«ok of cagh. l£M>hs archljf at him] Are jos fHoah, sir? 
[He shakes his Head sorrowfully] So I thought; and 
therefore hold it bad policy to leare alt mit»\ forttme, 
all her mamma's effects, in Gripe's clotches. Cheer 
up, however ; a lucky crisis may come, and trust ma 
for not letting it slip. 

Live. Infernal mack-worms! 'Sdeath! I grow wild 
with resentment; but yon, my love, yon seena quite 
unconcerned. 

Har. Pardon me, dear lively ! I feet the atmoat con- 
tempt of their depravity, mixed with a kind of,pitv for 
my nncle's foible. Bat [Takes his Hand, and looks 
fondly at him] the truth is— that— ^ 

AIR. — HARRIOT. 

At thy presence, vengeful passion. 
Envy, bate, and indignation^ 



Prom this tranquil bosom fly : 

health, by sold, let misereanU 

Be but Lively's heart my Ireasore, 



Wealth, by i 
'le but Lively 
Gripe will 'be less rioli than I. 
Jenny. In, in, get ye in; here's Gripe a-coming. 
Har. My uncle ! O lad, t shall die in a fright. 
fRuns into the House with Jenny, who locjcs the Door. 
Live. Plague welcome him. 

[Leaps in at his Window^ and replaces the Bar. 

Re-^nter Gripe, waUcing leisurely, with a ParchmmU 
Bond m his Hand. 
Grtpe. Here's the bond, stamped and all. Servant, 
kind Mr. Squander I will yon anr asora rooleaas, at 
the same discoout? He, be, lie I I W totted it up : two 
kondred pistoles, at two per cent by the koar, will 
amount, in six months^willi interest upon interest), to 
about twenty thonsand pounds sterling. Good, good ! 
Pise on it, I'll have ao execution in petto; than aoMsh 
go his augadaes, his town koase, his villa; all nioeyatt 
mine. Gome, come, upon the whole, no dear porokaae. 
[PhUm out a Bunch ef iCeys, mud wOoeks \m Daor^ 
Uming the Key in the Lock} Jenny I Jaaay 1 1 say* 
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Jenny, [Above at the Windmo] Sir. 

Gripe. Fetoh bither raj sapper, hussy. 

Jenny, Yoor every day supper, sir? 

Gripe, Yes; tnd the bottle of Cypros wine. [Exit 
Jenny, Gripe takes a turn in the Square towards 
Hunkses House] I ha' made too good a day's work on't 
Id grodge myself wioe at night. 

Live, ISofily i^jening the Window] Whattshem«t« 
' lerinj^ there ? [Ande, 

Gripe. A lacky day has this been, both to Honks 
and me; and to-morrow he'll finish this glorioas work 
by getlinr that nephew of his shot up for life. 

Live. How, how? the infamoos wretch ! shut ap for 
life indeed. I shall give him the slip though. 

[Aside, and withdraws, shutting the Windom, 

Gbipe, retreating towards his own Door, is met bv 
Jbnny, carrying a morul cf Bread, a Phial Bottu 
halfJuU of Wine, and a dimiufUive Glass, on a Fjsw* 
ter Plate. 
Jenny. Here, sir. 
Gripe, What's Harriot a doing? 

Jenny. 

Gripe. 

[To himself, 

Jenny. Best go in a door, sir. 

Gripe. [Walks to and fro^ munching and dipping) 

No. Warm rogues, your mnfUesf [ilii<f€-j----»I 

shan't come home to-night, mayhap. [To her. Holds 
out the Glass to be filled}-— A pinm, at least [Aside. 

Jenny* [Staring at hm, and notJiUing] Why, sir, 
lis wine---Wine, sir. [Louder* 

Gripe. Bh? Pise on't, I wasn't minding. Here, lock 
op [Gives her the Glass mtd remnant ^' Bread] this 
for to-morrow. O, a mint! amine! the Indies! I fly^ 
I fly. [In ecstasy. Hurries onsay, leaving his Keys. 

Jenny, XLooks (^er him] Quite frantio, I deolare, 

[Going in] and has forgot»*nay, as I'm alive, be has — 
Huns in with the things, then seius the Keys, and calls 
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altmd] Mr. Liveljr! Miss Harriot! ]They look out] 
Come down, come down. [Thty duappear, Jemuf 
turns over tke Keys] Ay, this is the kev of his den ; 
this of the iron door to his closet ; and this 

Re-enter Harriot and Lively. 
See here, mj lambkins! the crisis is come; Gripe has 
forg;ot his keys. See ; he said he shoold not be at home 
to-ni({ht. But there's no trbstin^ to that: so, while 1 
step IB, stay you here, and watoh. I'll hot retom 
empty-handed, I promise yoa. 

[kuns joxfuUy into the House. 
• Live* Faith, my dearest Harriot! 'twas high time 
-—do you know, that my vile uncle is plotting to get 
me confined? ^ 

Mar, Confined! on what pretext? 

Live. Madness, I suppose. But let him catch me if 
he can. The tables are now turned, and our escape 
secured past prevention. 

Har. I am on thorns to embark: My heart presages 
we shall be happy in Europe. 

Re-enter Jenny; on her Arm a Basket crammed full, 

in her Hand a Band-box, a Casket, and pai-cels rf 

Paper wrapped up in an Apron, 

J,e»ny. Joy, joy! the deeds! the chatlels! I have 
them afl. [To Harriot] Now, take wing like two turtle- 
doves, [ifeceiitfcttngj Hangit! I foreot. Here, these. 
{Delivers them in a hurry] Be careful of the contents; 
'II be back immediately. [ExiU 

Han O mercy, what a load of finery ! Come, Ldvelf ! 
let's sit down, and lay 'em all in order. [They sit on the 
Wall of the Draw-well, placing the Apron and Basket 
between them, theti ran^e the Parcels out of the one into 
the other] And first, this bundle of— bonds, I snp|Kise, 
at bottom. 

Live. Next, this band-box in the comer — so^ and 
here, on this side, the casket of jewels. 

iforr SUy, let me just take a peep. O, Lively ! such 
noble brilliants. 
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Live. With what delight shall I see my angel wear 
them! Ah, Harriot! howl eoohantiDg ig-that look! 
while jour ejes tbas tenderly shoot into mine, His per^ 
feet eostasj! [Sjiringi to embrace ner, 

' Hot. How now. sir? :what liberty? [RetentfuUiy. 
Takes her Hand off the Batket to repel him; the Baska 
and Apron faUinto the Well; she tcreanu] O heavens, 
the basket's dropped into the well. 

Re-enter Jenny, who overhears her, and screams. 

Jenny, Heavens and earth, into the well ! 

[Lively turns awajf in amfusum. 

Hot. a silly youth! with his faoydenish pranks. 

• yWhimpers* 

Live. I was sure she had hold on't ; so in my tranfr* 
port 

Jenny. Transport! nonsense! Yes, yes, we're finely 
on our way now. Lovers! lovers! say 1; wretch thst 
I am. [Wrings her Hands. 

Live. Patience, Jenny! can't I go down for them? 

Jenny. 'Bgad, that's true; and, by my troth, so you 
shall, Mr. Transport. , [Ironically, 

Har. Into the well? 

[Alarmedt and runs to look d&ten into U. 

Jenny, La! what are you so afraid of? 'tis really not 
deep ; and, besides, has been dry this long while. 

Live, [Looks up at the Pulley] Ay, but where's the 
rope? 

Jenny. We can take the rope and bucket off Gripe's 
well. Gome, let's in a bit for the present ; the patrole 
will be going their rounds, and they must not surprise 
as. [Exeunt into Gripe*s House, shutting the Door. 

The Guards March is played. Enter Ali, at the Head 

of the Janizaries, marching in Files. They halt in 

the middle of' the Square. 

Ali. Don't you observe, lads, the nocturnal stillness 
of this city, ever since our corps has mounted guard 
here? 

Osman. True, captain; every body allows it. 
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AIL [SMOt imp^tantly} Let's keep it up 
Hesrkdn to jopr ordara. Hoh ! bea! To yaa, 



lor tku iiiicbt, I consign half the oorpt, Mid half tbe 
ritv, westwftitl. Yon, MasUpha! with Ihe reOMinder, 
follow me : this Mfoare sbail he onr place of rendeo- 

VOOB. 

Mm. In faith, noble captain, a naslerlj HaiioMivrew 
AH. Now take heed all : let voor mareu be ordeily 
and silent. One thing more: 1 have intelligence of a 
tavern hereabont, wirare, in mockery of oar bolj law, 
wine is pritily sold to the trae believers. Those qoar- 
ters I snail lieat up, and, if the wine be good, secure 
it for oor seoret eerviee. Whisker of Mahomet, tbejre's 
nothuig like maintaining strict order and discipline. 
Make rsady, march. 

AIB. — TURKISH MARCH. 

[AU nuarch round the Stage, tingmg. 
The guard their midnight rounds begin. 
Let all retire; let cease all din : 
Home, home, without delaying, 
No murmur ; no arainsaying : 
• Hush! high and low degree; 
So wills oor lord cadi. 
[Egeunt. Otmofi, with hi$ Parity Jile of to the 
10; AU, with Ai«, to the right. 




SCENE I. The same. 

Enter Gripe, walking circumspectly about the Square, 
peeping end listening on all sides. 

Recitative, accompanied, — Gbipb. 
If it were done, when Iih done ; Iben 'twere well. 

It were done quickly. 
Tb* attempt, and not the deed, confounds us — strictly. 
The sleepinfr and the dead are but as pictures. 
Then — ^we shall both |l>e Croesus's — ^if victors. 
I'll fetch Hunks. {^Porviers] Maj I trust him on this job: 
Resides, the rijirour of these Turkish laws ! 
To swing; forfeit mj wealth! Ajr, there's the rub 

Must give us pause. 

AIR. 

What a cursed hole I'm in, 

Yet must on thcongh thick and thin : 

If mj gossip. Hunks, should peach, 

I'm within the cadi's reach. 

After all, 'tis a crack rope ventore ; 

He the vault alone shall enter. 
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His shall be the art of tbieving^, 

Mioe bot that of bare receiving. 

'Gad, if I beo*l sharp and sly. 

He'll clap flattV J to mj eye. [Exit. 

Enter, from Gripe's Houses Lively, wkh a large 
Rope m his Hand, Jevnt with a Bticket, and Har- 
riot following. 
Live, Escape? ay, sare, nothing to stop as; there's 

a ship sails in the noming : her captain is my aoqoaint- 

anoe, and has encaged to take ns on board. 
Har, Looky Uioagh, that my nnole stays abroad all 

night 



Like tlpe tanefnl linnet gay» 
Long I sported in the Maj, 
Afl^ echo-heard my oheertnl < 



I just could tattle, 

Chirp and prattle; 
I jost conld sinffi and that was all. 
But now 1 peroE, and plame>, and pride. 

And more than tattle. 

Chirp and prattle, 
I now can sing, and love beside. 

Live* Yes, we shall be nnder sail ere missed. IMounii 
on the Breast-waUf and slips the Hope into the Putlevj 
O 'sad, how gailv we shall live in Ireland apon Ibe 
funds of this well, itetqu down, and hands the Ropers 
End to Jetmyl Ireland, my Harriot! that's your trae 
female Paradise. There you'll all be queens, empres- 
ses, sultanas— eh, Jehny ? 

Jenny, Ay, ay. Well, this is secured ; all's ready. 
[Uange the Bucket over the WelL 

Live, Gome then, down 1 go. 

Har. But, bark'ye, are yoo sore there's no danser? 

Jenny, Danger i--Why, the well is quite dry, I tell 
you. 

ILively sits 'Upon the W«U, and puts his Feet in the 
Bucket, whUe they lay hold of the Rope, 
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Trio. — Habbxot« Lively, and Jxnnt. 
Har, Hold the rope fo8t.-4iold faster. {To Jenny, 

For jon Pm in pains, mrdear. [To Lt«eiy, 
Live, Wbjabonldyoq dread disaster? 

&ind love is my gaide, never fear. 
Uar. 1 wonld it were psst ! 

Now, now hold fast. {To Jenny. 

Live. The worst is past 



Jenny. I do bold fast. 
Bar, La! Tminal 



I torribte fright. 
Live, Now down I go. [jGraduaUy disappears, 
Jenny, So, so, so, so. 
Live, And the motion's slow. 
Har, Have a oare below* 

Live, You've nothing to do bnt hold tight. *} 

Jeimy, We all shall be made by this night. > 

Har. Ah ! now lie's quite oot of sight. j 

Jenny. The basket, pray save it. [To Lively, 

Live. I have it. 

Har, I'm glad he has got no burL 
Jenny, The casket, don't leave it. [To Lively, 

Live. I've pick'd 'em both oot of the dirt 
Jenny. Next find the cloth. ITo Lively. 

Live, I'll get it 

Har. Deoce take ye both! I'm fretted. 
Live, All's safe — and now let ns retreat 
Jenny* Now let as retreat. 
Har, Let os retreat 

Ikm't loiter Urns; 
For I'm in fass. 

For fear we.be eangbt in the street 

(Jenny turning about^ sees Gripe and Hunks 
at a dutance. 
Jetmy» Who are these two, coming yonder? . 
Har. Coming yonder^ 

Good lack 1 our unolesl 
Jenny, Your ancles, I swear. 

Har, What brings 'em home so soon, I wonder? 

Old Nick must sore have coojuHd 'em there. 
Jeany, Nkk lake the troublesoBM pair. 
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Live. Hawl, hawl away, hawl. 
Har. Ho8b» hasb, do not bawl. 
Jenny. He will rain us all. 
Live. I'm ready ; what makes joa delay ? 
Har, Oar unoles are comin;^ tliis waj. 
Jenny. There's compaoj comiug this way. 
Har. We're forc'd to retire. 
Live. Blood and fire ! 
Jenny. Have patienoe, sqnire. 
Har. We're sorely cau^bt, if we slay. 
^Live. You'll keep me here till 'tis day. 
Jenny. Excuse tbis little delay. 

iHarriot and Jenny esccme into Gripers House, and 
shut the Door. 

Enter; on the 10, Hunks, carrying a Lantern, fol- 
lowed by Gripe, carrying a Ladder and an Iron 
Crow: as they advance^ Lively, in the Well, con-, 
tinues calling to Hakriot and Jenny. 
Live. Hawl, hawl away, hawl! 
Hunks. [Hearing the Voice, turns short] Eh I what 
are yoa muttering, gossip? 
Gripe. Nothing I.— -Wasn't it yoa that spoke ? 
Hunks. No. 
[Lays down the Sledge near the Well, Gripe throws 
down the Crow. 
Gripe. Ob, pise on't! [Groans'] tbis damn'd ladder 
iias broke my back. 

[Goes to set U up beneath the deep Window of the 
distant House. 
Hunks. What matter, mail?— —No {(ains withoot 
pains, i'feck. — Now, how to set about this job? • 

[Takes the Lantern to examine the Pyramid. 
Gripe* why, this whole front is bat one single stone. 
^ [Examines it likewise. 

Hunks. Jnst hit it with yoor sledge. 

[Claps his Ear to it. 
Gripe. Well, how does it sound f 

[Strikes gently in several Parts. 
Hunks. Hollow, fioliow.— This must be the entrance, 



SCENE U 

i'fecks, gowi| 
out. 
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''akes up the Sledge, and Gripe the Crow, 



Duet. — Grips and Hunks. 



Gripe* Now, {j^tisip, now, gossip, strike borne. 
Hunks* And Yoa too, good gossip, strike home. 
Gripe, Well soon make s breach in this tomb. 

Strike it harder, I warrant 'twill come. 
Hunkt. Twill come. 
Gripe. Twill eome. 

Both, Twill come. 

Gripe. Once more. 

Hunks, Onoe more — the mortar is crumbliog. 

Gripe. 'T^s crnmbling— I now see the joint. 

Tis tambling. 
Hunks, Tis tambling. — Stick to the point. 
Both, Let's stick to the point. 

Gripe, Praj hand me the crow. 

Now doable jour blow. 
Hunks. I will strike while joo pinch. 
Crripe. It comes. 
Hunks. It comes. 

Both. It comes inch by inch. 

Gripe. Now strike— it comes. 
Hunks. Now pinch — it comes. 
Both. It comes inch by inch. 
Gripe, It totters. 
Hunks. It tolten. 

Both. To fall it begins. 

Gripe, Look to yoar shins. 
Hunks, Look to your shins. 
Gripe. Look, look to your shins. 
Hunks. Zooks ! look to yoor shins. 

[The Stone tumbling with Noise, shows the Entrance 
of the yault, defmded by an iron Portcullis, They 
mtan while throw aside their Tools, advance to the 
Front of the Stage, and embrace exultingly. 

Gripe, So ! that task'i finished, and the traasore's oor 
own. 
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Bunkt* [Turning to the Pyramid] Pioished ! jen, to 
be sore, rarelj fiouhed ! why^ tbenni a huge iron grmU 
still. SUf. [Takes the Lantern to examine. 

Gripe, No triffiag^ howd for eertaia, so firmly bwrri- 
ceded. [Aside. 

Huriks, Oh ! we may compass it yet ! Here's a 
groove, yoQ see, shows 'tis a slider. I^ld this. [Pre 
sents the Lantern] Til try to lift it. [Exerts himseff^ 
No, i'fecks, I an't strong enough; lend me a hand. 

Gripe, [Sets dovm the Lantemt and goes to assist Aim] 
Now, lay to o'yoor side. Thai's it; let^ raise it quite op. 

Hunfcs. There it goes ; high eooogh^ if we had some* 
thing to clap onder it. 

Cmpe, Bear it op, while I ran for the crow. [PUwing 
fixed tt] Let go now ; it can't fall. 

Hutiks. Tliat's clever, i'fecksl Slay; is the vanlt 
deen? Why, [Takes the Lantern, and looks doum] oar 
ladoer was needless; here's a little staircase. 

Grtpe. All the better. Now then, down wi* je; 
yon have the lantern. 

Hunks. Here, gossip, take it yoo, and go down yoor- 
self. 

Gripe. A tomb— I— troth, gossip, I'm afraid I sfaoold 
never get alive to the bottom. 

Hutucs. [Snatching the Lantern from html Pshaw! 
poltroon, ^ve it me; I'll go down myself. [Going to 
the Pyramid, turns to Gripe] But take notice, I'll ha' 
the larger share. 

Gripe, Go down, go down, man; we'll settle that 
afterwards. 

Hunks. [Entering the Pyramid] I'feoks, I'm all in a 
flutter too; bot then the treasure — ay, that keeps me 
up. [Goes down. 

Bar. [SqftUi opens her Window] Still there! alas, 
poor Lively ! [Shuts the Window. 

Gripe, [At the mouth of the Vault to Hunks heUmi] 
Well, are yon at bottom * Is there mach ? Throw np lo 
me whatever yon find. 

Hunks. [BeW] Find! lliBeks, I find nolhimr; bot 
this Turk's cloak. [Throws out a Cafim^. 
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Gripe, llmmaikntly) Piieoait! wlwt luw the Booby 
flaog op herof [Eataimnet it] tprelty rafc, wot [Going 
nearer to the VauU] Tho fold, tlie dkuiOfidB, nui 7 
Tluit's all yoo need mind. 

Unnks. TlierB, tbere't n iii«lti> np for yon. . 

•^ [Tkrows out a Turhm. 

Gripe. [Angrifyl Mofti yovnelf^ simli. [Stampt on 
the Twrbm, team mto the VauU and bowls] What the 
devil are yoa aboat? The gold, I say ; the jewels. Are 
you inad r 

Hunkt. No soeh gear, ifboki; not a jot else, anless 
you'll ha' the corpse. 

Gripe. O bo ! yoa waol to keep all, do yoo ? These 
your tricks? Ay, 1 sMpeeled as siueb. 

Hnnkt. Why, step dowa yoorself, and see. I give 
yo« My oath. 

Gripe. Your oath I yoo worthless dog. 

Hunks. Hey ! This to me ? yoa old cormodgeoD. 

Gripe. Yes, too may well talk, yoo shabby, swind- 
llog scoQDdrel ! bnt, sirrah, yoo shall 

HunkM. IThoroughly exasperated] Stay, rascal I slay 
till I come op and oreak your booes. 

IThe tight of the Candle begins to re-appear, and with 
it Uunkt in a rage, Grtpe suddenly takes out the 
Crow that supported the Grates which falls at oncCy 
vnd shuts in Hunks. 



Gripe, My bones; ha, ha, ha! yoa will, jail bird. 

linsi '" * 
g to roue thi " 
by, sirrah! yoa d 
Gripe. [To himself] Golt'd! defraoded! nay, ex- 



^insultingh. 
Hunks. [Vainhf lahouring to raise the Grate] The 
trtecberoos villain ! Why, sirrah ! yoo don't pi««n 



posed to the gallows!^ and, [Kicking the Turban and 
Robe] and all for — fo^ this trumpery. 

[Flings them into the WeUy muttering curses, 

Ali. [Behind the Scenes, in a low imperious Tone] 
Who's there? Stand, ho! 

Hunkt, [In terror] Meroy on as! 'tis the patrole! 
Harkye, Gripe, if 1 be caught I'll impeach you; I 
will, I'fecks. 

Gripe. Pile oa it, so ho may. {Alarmed. Asidey^*^ 
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Hush, boRb, dear gossip! Pho, man, I was bnt io jesL 
Do, ran down again qoiok, and hide your lantern. 
When they are passed. I'U come and release you. 

[In a low Voice^ wheedling. 
Uunht. [ReHring^ At yoar own peril, cot-tbroat! 
be asanr'd rll not swing single. 
IHunks retires into the VaiUt) Gripe, hurries to his 
own Door, where, searching- in ail his Pockets, he 
misses his Keys; the Janizaries are heard' approach- 
ing tumulitiumsly. 
Gripe. My keys! undone! robbed! beggared! \In 
conttematton] Oh! they're coming! what shall I do? 
\HobhUs to the other Side distractedly! Pise on it! stay, 
ril even mount that ladder^— my last snifl— skulk in the 
hollow of the window ; perhaps they mayn't see me. 
IClimbs up in htutCy and stands in the Window. 

Enter, from the right, Ali, with four Janizaries, half 
drunkf each carrying ttoo Bottles and a drinking Cup; 
on the opposite side, Osman, with his Party: they 
are surpnsed at the intoxication of their Comrades, 



VauU. 

Catch. — Ali, Mvstapha, and Janizary.* 
Ali. 7 

Must. >Fill every lad his cop. 
Jan. y 

Ali. Pill it a bumper. 

Jan, Blline's a thumper. 

Must. Drink it up. 

[Ali drinks, making a noise in his Throat while 
swaUowvng, viz. 

Ali. Wi ne. 

jJjJI*- ^ Swill 'Ull mellow ! honest fellow. 

Ali, I don't leave one drop in mine. 

fMusUi^ha drviksy making the same Noise, 
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Mu$t, Wi ue. 

f^ \ Swill till, &c. 

Must, 1 don't leave, &c. 

[JanizMry drinks, making the same Noise. 

Jan, Wi ne. 

^'^^' I Swill till, &c. 

Ali C ^^ drones f^ore on 

fr* 7 Their dull coran, 

T^* i While we're laughing, 

'^^*- CGaUy quaffing, ^ ^' 
All, Rosjr wine. 

[AlVs Men lay aside their Bottles and Cups, and then 

come btuik, Osman and his Part^ sit doum on the 

further end of the Stage, continuing to drink; one 

of AlVs men seats himse^ close to the DravhweH, 

leaning his ElMw on the WaU; two others place 

themselves near him, sitting, Ali and^ Mustapha 

staler for ward. 

.Alu^lais Hand upon his Breast as in Pain} And 

yet, thu devilish liquor parches one up. [Hiccups] By 

Mecca, my stomach's a coal of fire. 

Must. And mine boiling oil, by Omar! But see! 
here's a well ; let's draw some water, [Hiccups] 'twill 
quench as. 

AU, Right; and the rope's in the pulley too. [They 
ka/ hold on the Cord, and begin to Pull. The other 
three drunk fall asleep and snore] Now, both together. 
Mtut. [Looking toward the Pyramid] Eh ! bless me-! 
don't I see a light from yonder monument? and a hole 
broke in the front, I think. 
AH* Damned heavy, this same water. 

[Tugging the Cord. 

Must, Nay, but look! if I have eyes 

[Still looking to the Pyromtd. 

AU, Pho I confound ye, pull away, YiMooary ! 

'Gaose the mnfU was baried there, yon^e afraid he'll 
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rife and eat jroo. Eh ? ILookine t6wardt the Pyramid^ 
and pulling with aU hi$ tnMt} See ! what can joa seer 
Were I to gee the devil » 1^ no more matt er - 
[Lively, drawn up in the Bucket, while their Heads 
are turned otioc, appean drened in the MufWs 
Turban and Robe, with the Basket an his Arm; 
he lays hold on one qf the Posts with his left Htmd, 
and sprinfrs upon tke Wall, giving, at the same 
instant wUh hu right Hand, a hemiii Box on ike 
Ear to the sleeping Janizary next to hyn^ who^ in a 
fiight tumbles upon his Comrade; t^v, stm^ling 
to rise, obstruct each other » MeanvmHe. Aaand 
Mustapha, pulling hard and not being longer re- 
sisted by Ltvelv*s weight, suddenly fau; letting go 
the Rape, the BucketYaUs. 
Live, [landing on the Breast-waU, bellows out] Boof 
wiMreanti! boo! 

JamMories, Oh, oh! themofti? tbedevit! 
AU. IComing up in terror} Aceimed wine! A jodp* 
■wnt I oor prophet's venflfeaooe ! 
[Runs off. Mustapha and Osman with his Party 
rise in a fright, and running away throw down the 
Ladder. 
Janisaries. The devil ! the mafti himself at oOr heels ! 
IUm,nin. 

lExeunt. Hunks, almmed, comes «pto the Orate. 

Gripe stands trembling in the Window. 

live. [Upon the WaU] Ha, ha ! 1 tUnk 1 have aoar'd 

the raaoals. [Leaps down. 

Gripe. [Quaking for Fear"] Save vs! A speetre! I 

•hall tnmole headlong^. 

Lioe. [Aloud jat Gripes Door] Jennv! Jenny! oome 

down, 'tis I. [Gating jojgfully at his Basket. 

Jenny. [Withni] Mr.Xiveljns voice, I vow. Qoick, 

qaiok, misa. 

Gr^. [Astonished} Benedicite !— Piae on it, III 

make off Diatraotion I mj ladder thrown down ! 

and the eadi->postinf hither. 
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Enter Harriot and Jennt, runnirig. 
Ear. Is it TOO, mj dear sir? lSheandJenrnf,Jrigkt'' 
ened at the mtdii^s Uabit, run back tcreantng] Ah ! 
Ah! 

Live. [Overtaket them] Stop, stop ! don't squall ! 

What ails jei [Throwing off the Turban and Kobe'] 

^TisI— Livelj. ITheuttare, 

Gripe. How? Livelj! [itnuued. 

Uunht. Mj nephew ! he'll help me oat, i'fecks. 

[Surprised, but pleated. 
Bar. [Coming to herse^ Lud ! how joa frightened 

me that strange disguise. [To Lively. 

Jenny, [Springs at the Basket on his Arm] This is 
safe, however, and now, my loves, for Europe, bo! 
Live. Ay, ay, now or never. [All hurrying off. 

Hufiks. [Calls piteouslyjrom the. Grate] Idvely 1 

[Livelif starts and looks back. 
Gripe. [From the Window at the same time] Harriot ! 

[Harriot itarts. 
Mar. [Fainting] Oar ancles! good heavens! 
Jenny. Live. Supporting her] Away ! away f away ! 

[Going, 
Hunks. Ah! Lively, can yoa forsake me thns? 
Gr^. My dear Harriot ! won't yon slay and help ne? 
[Barriot and Lively stand amased; Jenny bursts 
into a Jit of Laughter. 
Jennv. Ha, ha, ha! was ever sight so ridiooloos? 
Ha, ha ! Look at 'em ! this owl in his cage, and thai 
dried mammy in his niche ! Ha, ha, ha ! 

[Holding her Sides. 
Gripe. Dear niece, come and take me down. [To Bar, 
Live. How got yoa there? [To Gr^. 

Hunks. Take me out first (To Lively. 

live. What brought you there ? [To Bunk$. 

Hot. Haste, my dear Lively, to relieve 'em. 
Jenny. What, set 'em free without conditions? No, 
no, make terms first : bind 'em now, you'll never have 
'om at sooh another hold. 
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Gripe, Niece, my dear niece, do bot penoade your 
fiiTparite nllant there to help me down, and I'll restore 
every •hilling of yonr fortane. 

Jenny. And j|;i?e your consent to her marriage with 
him? 

Gripe, Ay, with any body. 

Jenny, So mach for the gentieman above stairs; now 
what says the gentleman below. 

Hunks. Any thing, any thing. 1*11 render op my 
trost. 

Jenny. Make yonr nephew yonr whole and sole 
heir? 

Hunks, Willing]? . 

Jenny. And yott both swear to keep yoor wordsP 

Gripe, Hunks. We swear. 

Jenny. Never to go from yoor agreement? 

Gripe. Hunks. Never. 

Jenny. Or we deliver yoo over to the cadi for per- 
jury. 

Gripe, Hunks. And his janizaries shall carbonado 

OS. 

Live, Bnongh. Jenny, there's a ladder; FN raise 
it; and do ^oo relieve one, while I attend the plher. 

Grtpc. Pise on't, girls, don't be in snch a hnrry. — 
IHarriot and Jenny rear up the Ladder to Grme ; Lively 
goes to assist Hunks^ Pise on it! Girls, make jiaste-^ 
I'm in such a tremor — the cadi—— [Scrqmbles down. 

Hunks. Quick, qoick, dear lad— op with it! Ill 
help [To Lively, 

[The Grate is raised; and Hunks, stevpingforthy cltqn 
it down again : he embraces Lively in transport. 

Gripe. [Pushes aotm f^ Ladder, and comesforward] 
Lord oe praised, I'm once more on terra firma ! 

Hunks. [Advances, cc^^^eiing for Jou] Huna! I'm 
disentombed. — Ah, gossip! we who thooght to have 
been so rich! [Shakes his Head at Gripe. 
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. Finale.— Hunks, Gripe, Harriot, Lively, and 

Jenny. 
Uunkt. Tis past — now, gossip, let's count oor gains, 
We'?e had oar laboor for our pains. 
If henoeforth e'«r be oaoght. 
Gold-finding in a vault, 
Yoo maj keep me there, 
I vow and swear, 
rU own it my- own fault. [To Gripe. 

Gripe* Tis you, y' old devil in human shape ! 

Who beguird your gossip into this scrape! 
Who bis greedy hopes cajol'd, 
Wi' your mufti's heaps untold; 
Your golden dreams 
Of ingots, gems— 
To hell Tou'd trot for gold. [To Hunks, 
HunJa. My loye of gold I for ever renounce. 
Gripe. And my avarice 1 lay aside at once. 

H««lr. ") Mj mind's at rest. 
GW»« J While they are blest, 
" J We never can be poor. 

'\With duteous gratitude thus I bend. [Kneels. 
Live, f In the parent happy to find a friend. 
Har. ? To shield you from annoy 
y Shall he our sole employ. 

&.\ «»--"• 

Jenny, Of this event, 

Genteels, I wish yon joy. 
Hunks, I But there's one treasure, whereof we still 

Gripe, S Must misers be, which is 

AIL Your good will. 

[To the Audience, wUh a low Bow, 
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^^' 7 Sock wekone guests to briiif , 
J **• iWell sUrain both ▼oice and string. 

AIL ' With • twinkatti, twaukma. 
We will tbaok ^, 
Twinkvn, IwaBkum, twinfc. 
Chorus^ Such welcome guests to bring, 

WeMl strain both Toice and string. 
With a twinknm, twanknn. 
We will thank 'em, 
Twinkom, twaaknm, twing. [Exeunt. 



TheJoUowing AIRS are mnkted in the Repreieatation* 

AIR. — JSNVY. 

Haste, let as fly from a iatid of ofipreMiaii, 

Where beaat? is led like a pi^ in a Jtrinf? ; 
A heart that's divided, to share in sneeession. 

My mind (too exalted) I never ean brings. 
A bird in hand's an old expression, 

That two in the basli is not one in possession ; 
We'll bring the prond infidels to a ooofesaion. 

That women have sonto as well as the men. 

Quick then away to an island of pleasure, 

Where each happv female may do as they please. 
Where liberty's reofcon'd the choicest of treasure; 

Then fly, and the kind opportunity seize. 
The bird m hand's an old expression, 

That two in the bush is not one in possession ; 
We'll bring the proud infidels to a confession. 

That women have souls as well as the men. 

AIR. — GRIPB. 

If the proverb has truly asserted, 
That '<a fool and his cash soon are parted," 
Like truth in the contrary lies^ 
That who has it, and keeps it, is wise. 
Fools are spouts, whence the rich torrent rushes; 
We, the cisterns, to save all that gushes, 
^ And prevent it from running to waste. 
While the ninnies 
Are melting their guineas. 
Some lurking regret still within is ; 
But we, without a sigh. 
Pick up, what they let fly ; 
Their envy we, and they our jest. 

Duet. — Harriot and Lively. 
X,ive, Fortune no more malicious. 
Love to our vows propitious, 
Wait but to crown our wishes. 
In Europe till we land. 
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Here knavish nocles spite us, 

Thither gay hopes invite us; 

Hymen will there unite us, 
In bis delightfal band. 
Har. Fortune no more, &c. 
Live. Here knavish uncles, &c. 
Har, Steady still, will yon love me— eh? 

Steady, steady. 
Live. Steady to death FU proTO— yea. 

Steady, steady. 
Har. Steady will thou, &c. 
LitK. Steady to death, &c. 

Har, O then, blest and blessing 

Liv^' Caress'd, caressin|;^ — 

Possessed, possessing. 

No uncles to withstand. 
Har. Our hearts we may expand. 
Both, Oh then, bless'd, &c. 

AIR. — HARRIOT. 

Sore yoD have lost your senses! 
Look down — the depth immense is ; 

No bottom can 1 see. 
Bless OS ! how could von think of it, 
He shan't approach thei brink of it ; 

But in to plunge! What he? 

Oh^ no, ril never agree. 



C. WhittingtuuD, Prloler, CUswick. 
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ACT THE FIRST. 




SCBNBI. A Street in\Evtc^ V ?«** '^ 

Enter Priuli and Jaffibr. .^' 

Pri, r%o more! Fll hear no more! Be gone ami 
. leave me. 

Jid/. Not hear me! By my saffering bnt yon shall! 
My lord, my lord ! I'm not that abject wretch 
You think me. Patience! whereas the dutance throws 
Me back so far, hot I may boldly speak 
In rfj|rht, though proud oppression will not bear me? 

Pru Have you not wrong'd me? 

Jqf, Could my nature e'er 
Have brooked injustice, or the doing wrongs, 
1 need not now thus low hare bent myself 
To gain a hearing from a cruel &ther. 
Wrong'd you? 

Prt. Yes, wrong'd me ! In the nicest point, 
The honour of my house, yon'TC done me wrong. 
You may remember (for I now will speak. 
And urge its baseness) when you first came home 



6 TBNICE PRESERVED. ACT 1. 

From travel, witJi such hopes as made jon lookM on, 
By all men's eyes, a yooth of expectation ; 
Pleas'd with yonr erowinj^ virtoe, I receiT'd jou ; 
Courted, and sonffot to raise y'oo to jtiur merits: 
Mj boose, m^ table, iiay, my fortane too. 
My very self was ^oors ; yoo mig^ht have as*d me 
To yoar best service ; like an open friend ^ 
I treated, trusted yon, and thought fjgi mine : 
When, in requital Of mj best endeavours. 
You treacherously practised to undo me; 

iSeduc'd the weakness of my age's darling. 
My only child, and stole h^ from my bosom. 
OhBelvidera! 

Jaf. Tis to me yon owe hen 
Childless you had been else, and in the grave 
Your name extinct; no more Briuli hesird of. 
You may remember, scarce five years are past. 
Since in^our brigantiike you sait'd to see 
The Adriatic we<Med by our duke ; 
And I was with you : your unskilful pilot 
Dash'd us upon a rock; when to your boat 
Yon made for safety : enter'd first yourself; 
Th' aflTrighted Belvidera following next. 
As she stood trembling on the vessel's side, 
Was, bj a wave, wash'd off into the deep; 
VWIien instantly I plung'd into the sea, 
Wnd buffeting the oillows to her rescue, 
hedeem'd her life with half the loss of mine. 
Like a rich conquest, in one band I bore her, 
And with the other dash'd the saoey )iraves. 
That throng'd and press'd to rob me of my prise. 
I brought her, gave her to your despairing arms: 
Indeed you tbank'd me ; but a nobler gratitude 
Rose in her soul : for fr<»n that hour ute lov'd me. 
Till for her life she paid me with herself. 

Pri, You stole her from roe; like a thief yon stole 
her. 
At dead of night ! that cursed hour yon chose 
To rifle me of all my heart held dear. 
May all yonr joys in her prove false, like i 
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A sterile foctane, and a barren bed. 
Attend Toa both; continual dinoord make 
Y«ar dm and nififhts bitter and grievons; still 
I Mty the nard hand of a Texations need 
Oppress and grind joo ; till at last yon find 
Tub oarse of disobedience all your pdrtion. 

Jof. Half of year corse you liave bestow'd in yaioL: 
Hcav'n has already crown'd onr iaithfal loves 
^th a yoong boy, sweet as his mother's beauty : 
May he live to prove more gentle than his grandsire. 
And happier than his father. 

Pri, Rather live 
To bait thee for his bread, and din yonr ears 
With hungry cries ; whilst his nnhappy toother 
Sits down ^nd weeps in bitterness of want. 
Jaf. You talk as if 'twould please yoo. 
J^. Twould, by heav'n'. 
Jjf. Won Id I were iu my grave! 
Pri. And she too with thee : 
For, living here, you're but my curst remembrancers. 
I once was happy. 

Jef, Yon use me thus, because ^ou know my sonl 
Is fond of Belvidera. Yon perceive 
My life feeds on her, therefore thus you treat me. 
Ob! could my sonl ever have known satiety; 
Were i that tmef, the doer of such wrongs 
As you upbraid me with, what hinders me 
But I might send her back to von with contumely. 
And court my fortune where she wonld be kinder? 
Pri. Yon dare not do't. 
Jaf. Indeed, my lord, 1 dare not. 
My neart, that awes me^ is too mnch my master : 
l^ree years are past, since first our vows were plighted. 
During which timcj the world roust bear me witness, 
I've treated Belvidera like your daughter, 
The daughter of a senator of Venice : - 
Distinction, plibce, attendance, and observance, 
Due to her birth, she always has commanded. 
Out of my little fortune I've done this ; 
Because (thongfa hopeless e'er to win yonr natare) 
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The world mi^ht see I lov*d lier for faereelf ; 
Not as the heii^^ of tbe great Prioli. 
Pri. No more. 

Jttf. Yes, all, and then adieu for ever. 
There's not a wretch, that lires on eommon oharitjy 
Bat*s happier than me: for I hare known 
The lofcions sweets of plenty; every night 
Have slept with soft content aboat my Mad, 
Ahd never wakM, bnt to a joyful morning; 
*jJ Yet now mnst fall, like a foil ear of corn, 
y Whose blossom 'scap'd, yet's wither'd in the ripening'. 
Pri. Home, and be hamble; study toretreuch; 
Discharge tlie lazy Vermin of tJiy Mil, 
Those pageanU of thy folljr: 
Reduce the glilt'ring trappings of thy wife 
To humble weeds, fit for tny little state: 
Then, to some suburb cottage both retire; 
Drudge to feed loathsome lue ; get brats and starve — 
Home, home, I say.— [liMt. 

Jcf» Yes, if my heart would let me — 
This proud, this swelling heart: home I would go^ 
But that my doors are baleful to my eyes, 
Fill'd and dam'd up with gaping creditors. 
Watchful as fowlers when tneir game will spring. 
I've now not fifty ducats in the world, 
Yet still I am in love, and pieas'd with rain. 
Oh! Belvidera! Oh! she is my wife — 
And we will bear our wayward fitte together, - 
But ne'er know comfort more. 

Enter Piebss. 

Pier My friend, good morrow, 
How fares the honest partner of my heart? 
What, melanoboly ! not a word to spare me? 

Jqf'. I'm thinking, Pierre, how that damn'd starviog 
quality. 
Gal I'd honesty, got footing in the world. 

Pier. Why, powerful villauy first set it up, 
For its own ease and safety. Honest men 
Are the soft easy cushions on whicih knaves 
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RepoM and btlSD. Vfere aU uumkind Tillaing, 
They'd starve eaob other ; lawyers woald want waetice. 
Cot-throats rewards: each man would kill bis Droiher 
Himself j nous woold be paid or hang'd for murder. 
Honesty! Hwas a cheat invented first 
To bind the hands of bold deserving rogoeSy 
That fools and cowards might sit ule in power. 
And lord it Qneontrol*d above their betters. 

Jaf. Then honesty is bat a notion? 

Pter, Nothing else; 
like wit, much talk'd of, not to be defin'd : 
He that pretends to most, too, has least share in*L 
lis a rafi;ged Tirtoe : Honesty! nomoreon*t. 

Jaf, sure thoo art honest! 

Pter. So, indeed, men think me ; 
Bot they're mistaken, Jaffier: I'm a rogne 
As well as they; 

A fine, gay, bold-iao'd villain as thon seest me. 
Tis troe, 1 pay my debts, when they're contracted; 
I steid from no man ; wonld not out a throat 
To gain admission to a great man's purse, 
Or a whore's bed ; I'd not betray my friend 
To fifet his place or fortane; I scorn to flatter 
A blown-np fool above me, or orosh the wretch beneath 

me; 
Yet, Jaffier, for all this I'm a vilhdn. 

Jaf, A villain! 

Pier. Yes, a most notorious villain ; 
To see the suflerings of my fellow creatures. 
And own myself a man : to see our senators 
Cheat the deluded people with a show 
Of liberty, which yet they ne'er must taste of. 
They say, by them our hands are free from fetters; 
Yet whom thev please they lay in basest bonds ; 
Bring whom they please to infamy and sorrow ; 
Drive us, like wrecks, down the rough tide of power. 
Whilst no hold's left to save us from destruction. 
All that bear this are villains, and I one. 
Not to rouse up at the great call of nature, 
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And cheek the mwth of theae domestic spoilers. 
That HMke oar slaves, and tell us, 'tis our charter. 

J of. I think no safety can be here for nrtoe. 
And grieve, ny friend, as mooh as thoa> to live 
In snch a wretched state as this of Venice, 
Where all agree to s^il the poblic good: 
And rillains fallen with the braTC man's laboiira. 

Pier. We've neither safety, unity, nor i 
For the foundation's lost of common gooti , 
Justice is lame, as well as blind, amongst us; 
The laws (corrupted to their ends that make 'em) 
Serve but for instruments of some new tyranny, • 
That every da^ starts up, t* enslave us deeper. 
Now could this glorious cadse but find out friends 
To' do it right, oh, Jaffierl then mieht'st thou 
Not wear these seals of woe upon tny fece ; 
The oroud Priuli should be taught humanity. 
And learp to value such a son as thou art. 
I dare not speak, but my heart bleeds this moment 
Jdf. Cursed be the cause, though 1 thy friend be part 
on't: 
Let me partake the troubles of thy bosom. 
For 1 am ns'd to misery, and perhaps 
Mav $nd a way to sweeten't to thy spirit. 
Pier. Too soon 'twill reach thy knowledge — 
3of. Then from thee 
Let it proceed. There's virtue in thy friendship. 
Would make the saddest tale of sorrow pleasing. 
Strengthen my constancy and welcome ruin. 
Viet. Then thou art ruined! 
Ju^'. Tliat 1 long since knew ; 
I and ill fortune liave been long acooainted. 

"Pier* I pass'd this verv moment by thy doors. 
And found them guarded by a troop of villains ; 
The sons of public rapine were destroying. 
They told me, by the sentence of the bw. 
They had commission to seise all thy fortune : 
NajLmore, Priulfs crt^el land had sign'dit* 
Here stood a ruffian with a horrid face. 
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Lording it o'er a pile of massy plate', 

Tamblra into a beap for pablio sale; 

There was another, making villanous jesti 

At thy undoing: he had ta*en possession 

Of air thy anoient, most donieslao ornaments, 

Rich hannnn intermix'd and wroaght with gold; 

The very l>ea, which on thy wedding^night 

Received thee to the arms of Belvidera, 

The scene of all thy joys, was violafed • 

By the coarse hands of filthy dungeon villaiBSy 

And thrown amongst the coriimon lumber. 

Jaf. Now thank heaven— 

fW. Thank heaven! for what ^ 

Jcf. Hiat I'm not worth a ducat 

Pier. Curse thy dull stars, and the worse fitte of 
Venioe, 
Where brothers, friends, and fathers, all are fitlse; 
Where there's no truth, no trust ; where innocence 
Stoops under vile oppression, and vice lords it. 
Hadst thon^but seen, as 1 did, how at last 
Thy beauteous Belvidera, like a wretch 
Hiat's doom'd to banishment, came weeping forth, 
tShining through tears, lik» Apnl anas iaaMwers, 
Tfiaf labour to overcome the cloud thai loads *em ; 
Whilst two young virgins, on whose arms she lean'd. 
Kindly look'd up, and at her grief grew sad. 
As if they oaloh'd the sorrows that fell firom her. 
Ev'n the lewd rabble, that were gathered round 
To see the sig^ht, stood mute when they beheld her; 
Cvovern'd their roaring throats, and grumbled pity. 
I could have hugg'd the greasy rogues: they pleas'd 
me. 

Jc^. I thank thee for this story, from my soul ; 
Since now 1 know the worst that can befiu me. 
Ah, Pierre! I have a heart that could have borne 
The roughest wrong my fortune could have doo6 me; 
But when f think what Belvidera feels. 
The bitterness her tender spirit tastes of, 
I own myself a coward : bear my weakness: 
If throwing thus my arms about thy neok. 



}J^l\ 
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the boy, and blabber in tby bosom. 
! I slutll mwii thee with mj sorrows. 

Pier, Bom, 
FirgU born and level Venioe to thy rain. 
What! starve, like bemrs* brats, in frosty weather. 
Under a hedge, and whine ooraelves to death ! 
Thoo or thy caose shall kiever want assistance. 
Whilst I have blood or fortune fit to serve thee : 
Command ray heart, thoo'rt every vray its master. 

Jtf. No, there's a secret pride in bnvely dying^. 
^ Pier. Rats die in holes and comers, dogs ran mad ; 
'^Man knows a braver remedy for sorrow : 
y Aevense, the attribute of gods ; they stamp^i it» 
With Qieir great image, on our natures. Die ! 
Consider wdl the •cause, that calls upon thee : 
And, if thou'rt base enough, die then. Remember^ 
Thy Belvidera suffers; Belvidera! 
Die— damn first— What! be decently interred 
In a chttroh-yard, and mingle thy brave dust ' 
With siinkinff rogues, that rot in winding-sheets, 
Surfeit«lain kk>1s, the common dang oWsoil! 

Jrf, Oh! • 

Pter, Well said, oat with't, swear a little— 

J^'. Swear I By sea and air ; by earth, by heav*n, and 
hell, 
I will revenge my Belvidera's tears. 
Hark thee, my fnend — Priali r~is— a senator. 

Pier. A. dor. ''""• 

Jrf. Agreed. 

Pwjr. Shoot him. 

Jtf. WWitlfmy heart 
No more ; where shall we meet at night? 

Pier, ril tell thee; ' 
On the Rialto, every nicht at twelve, 
I take my evening's walK of meditation ; 
There we two wiu meet, and talk of precious 
Mischief . 

Jitf. Farewell. 

Pt«r. At twelve. 

J^, At any hour; my plagues 
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Will keep me waking. [ExttPterre. 

Tell jne why, good toaveii, 
Thou nuul'st me, what I am, with all the spirit, 
Affaring thoaghts, and elegant desires. 
That fill, the happiest man P Ah, rather, why 
Didst thoQ not form me sordid as m j fate. 
Base-minded, dull, and fit to carry burthens? 
WhjT have I sense to know the corse that's on me f 
Is this jast dealing, nature ? — ^Belvidera! 

Enter Belvidera. 
Poor Belvidera! 

Bel. Lead me, lead me, my Tirgins, 
To that kind Toioe. My lord, m^ love, my refuge! 
Happy my eyes, when they benold thy faoe! 
My neavy heart will leave its doleful Deatinj^ 
At sight of thee, and bound, with sj^righUy joys. 
Oh smile I as when our loves weve m their spring, 
And cheer my fainting sonh 



Jrf. Am when oar loves 
Vere in their spring ! 



Were in their spring ! Has then oar fortaoe ohang'd ? 
Art thoa not Bel?idera, still the same, 
Kind,'good, and tender, as mv arms first foand thee ? 
If thoa art altered, where shaU I have harboarP 
Where ease mv loaded heart? Oh! where complain? 

BeL Does tins appear like ehange, or love decaying. 
When thns I throw myself into thy bosom. 
With all the resolation of strong troth ! 
Beats Jiot my heart, as 'twoold alarum thine 
To a new cliarge of bliss? — I joy more in thee, 
Than did thy mother, when shenagg'd thee first. 
And bless'd the gods for all her travail past. 

Jrf, Can there in woman be sooh glorious faith? 
Sore all. ill stories of thy sex are fiilse ! 
Oh woman! lovely woman! natare made thee 
To temper man: we had been brutes without yon! 
Angels are painted fair to look like you : 
There's in you all that we believe of heaven ; 
Amazing brightness, parity, and troths 
Sternal joy, and everlasting love. 



14 YBNXCB PABSBRVED. ACT 1. 

BeL If love be traasare, we'll be wondrous ricji; 
I ha^e so maoh, mj heart wjll surely break with't: 
Vows c^'t exprttslt.' 'When I w6ald declare 
How great's mjr. joj, I'm dumb with the bi^ thonglal; 
I swell, and iigh, and labour with my longing. 
O ! lead me \o some desert wide and wild, 
Barren asr our miafiDrtunes, where my so'nl 
May have its vent, where I may tell aloud 
To the high heaveUHy and evVy listening planet* 
With what a boundless stock my bosom's fraught ; 
Where I may throw my ea^ger arms about thee. 
Give loose to love, with kisses kindling joy. 
And let off all the fire that's in my heart 

Jtrf", Oh, Belvideraj doubly I'm a beggar: 
Umfone by fortune, and in debt to thee. 
Want, worldly want, that hun^y^ meagre fiend. 
Is at mv 'heels, and chases me in view. 
Canst tnou bear cold and hunger? Can these Umbs, 
Fram'd for the tender offices of love, 
Endure the bitter gripes of smarting poverty^ 
When banish'd by our miseries abroad 
(As suddenly we. shall be) to seek out 
In some far climate, where our names are strangers^ 
For charitable snoconr; wilt thou then. 
When in a bed of straw we shrink together, 
And the bleak winds shall whistle round our heads; 
Wilt Ihou then talk thus to mc!* Wilt thou then 
Hush my cares. thus, and shelter me with love? 

BeL Oh! I will love thee, even in madness love 
thee; 
Though my distracted senses should forsake me, 
I'd find some intervals, when my poor, heart 
Should 'swage itself; and be let loose to thine. 
Though the bare earth be all our resttng-place, 
Its rooU our food, some dill our haUUtion, 
I'll make this arm a pillow for thine head ; » . 

And, as thou sighing ly'st, and swell'd with sorrow, 
Creep to %hj bosom, poor the balm of love 
Into thy soul, and kiss thee to thy rest; 
Then praise our God, and watch thee till the momiog. 
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Juf. Hear this, 70a heaf^ns ! uid wonder how joa 
made her : 
Reign, reirn, je monarcha that divide the world, 
Busy rebellion ne'er will let jou know 
Tranqnillity and happiness like mine ! 
Like ^ady ships th' obsei^aioas.biyows fidl, 
And rise again to lift yon in yonr pride ; 
They wait bat for a storm, and then devour yon; 
I, in my private bark already wreok'd. 
Like a poor merchant driven to unknown land, 
That had by cl^uloe paok'd op his ohoioest treasure 
In one dear oaskeL fmd sav'd only that ; 
Since I must wander further on the shore, *> 
Thus hug my UtUe, but my predons store, > 
ResolY'dTto soom and trust- my fate no more. 3 



AC3T THE SECOND. 




SCENE I. The Rialto. 
Enter Jaffibb. 
Jrf. I'm here; and ihos, the shades of night around 
me, 
I look as if all hell were in my heart. 
And I in hell. Nay sorely 'Us so with me! — 
For every step I tread, methinks some fiend 
Knocks at my breast, and bids me not be qoiet. 
IVe heard how desperate wretches, like myself. 
Have wander*d ont at this dead time of night» 
To meet the foe of mankind in his walk. 
Sore VA so cors'd that, though of heaven forsaken, 
No minuter of darkness cares to tempt me. 
Hell, hell ! why sleep'st thoo ? 

Enter Piebrb. 
Pier. Sore Pre staid too long: 
The clock has struck, and I may lose my proselyte. 
Speak, who goes ther»? 
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Jaf.' A dog, tiiAt comet to bowl 
At yonder moon. What*s he that asks the qnestion f 

Pier. A friend to dogs, for thej are honest orcititures, 
And ne'er betray their masters : ne^er fawn 
On any that they love not Well met, friend : 
Jdfifirl 



Jof. The 

P«T. Where's BelTidera?— 

Jaf, For a dary or two 
I're 1odg*d her privately, till 1 see forther 
What foriaiie will do for me. Pk^y thee, friend. 
If then wonldst have me fit to hear good ooansd, 
Speak not of Belvidera — 

Pier, Not of her! 

Jtf, Oh, no! 

Fter. Not name herf May be I wish her well. 

M, Wbomwell? 

Pter. Thy wife; thy forel^r Belridera. 
I hope a man may wish his friend's wife well. 
And no harm done? 

Jaf. Y' are merry, Pierre. 

Pier. I am so: 
Thoa shalt smile too, and Belvidera smile: 
We'll all refaiee. Here's something to boy pins ; 
Marriage is diargeable. {Gives him a Purse. 

Jrf. I bat half wishM 
To see tlie devil, and he's here already. Well! 
What most this hoy ? Rebellion, murder, treason ? 
TtA\ me,- which way I must be daum'd for this. 

Pier. When last we parted, we'd no ouahns like these, 
Bat entertain'd each otiier's thoogbts like men 
Whose seals were well aoqnaintM. Is the world 
Reform'd since oar last meeting.^ What new miracles 
Have happen'd.^ Has Prinli's heart relented I 
Can he be honest? 

Jaf. Rind heav'n, let heary enrses 
Gall his old age ; cramps, aches, rack his bones, 
And bitterest disquiet wring his heart. 
Oh ! let him live, till life become bis harden : 
Let him groan onderl Imig, linger an age 
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In the worst agonies and pangs of deatb, 
And find ita ease but late. 

Pier. Nay, coaldst thon not 
As well, my friend, have stretched the corse to all 
The senate ronnd, as to one single Tillain? 

J of. Bot corses stick not : coald 1 kill with corsing, 
By heaven 1 know not thirty beads in Venice 
Should not be blasted. Senators shoold rot 
Like dogs on donghills. Oh I for a corse. 
To kill with! 

Pier, Daggers, daggers are nmoh better. 
J of. Ha! 
Pier. Daggers. 
Jrf. Bot where are they ? 
Pter. Oh ! a thousand 
May be dispos'd of, in honest hands, in Venice. 
Jrf, Thoq Uik'st in cloods. 
Pter. But yet a heart, half wrong'd 
As thine has been, would find the meaning, Jaffier. 

Jaf, A thousand daggers, all in honest oands ! 
And hftye not I a friend will stick one here! 

Pier. Yes, if I thought thoo weri not oherish'd 
T* a nobler porpose, I woold be thy friend; 
Hot thoo hast better friends ; friends whom thy wronfrs 
Have made thy friends ; friends worthy to be cali'd so. 
ru trost thee with a secret: There are spirits 
This hoorlat work.— Bot as thoo art a man. 
Whom I have pick'd and chosen from the world. 
Swear that thoo wilt be troe to what I otter; 
And when I've told thee that which only gods. 
And men like gods, are privy to, then swear 
No chance or change shall wrest it from tliy bowm. . 
Jaf, When thoo wouldst bind me, is there need of 
-^ oaths? 
For thoo'rt so near my heart, that thoo may*st see 
Its bottom, soond its strenj§;lh and firmnesa to thee. 
Is. coward, fcol, or villain in my face? 
If I seem none of these, I dare believe 
Thoo wouldst not use me in a little cause. 
For I am fit for honour's toughest task, 
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Nor ever yet foaod fooliog was my province ; 
And for a villaiioos, inclorioas enterprise, 
I know thy heart so well, I dare lay mioe 
Before thee, set it to what point thou wilt. 

Pier. Nay, 'tis a caase thou wilt be fond of, Jaffier ; 
For it is founded on the noblest basis ; 
Oar liberties, oar natural inheritance* 
There's no reli^bn, no hypocrisy in*t ; 
Well do the business, and ne'er fiut and pray for't; 
Op«nly act a deed the world shall fftao 
With wonder at, and envy when 'tis done. 

J(f. For liberty! 

Pi«r. For liberty, my friend. 
Thoa sbalt be freed from base Priuli's tyranny, 
And thy sequester'd fortunes heal'd afi^ain : 
I shall be free from those opprobrious wrongfs 
That press me now, and bend mj spirit downward ; 
All Venice free, and every, erowing merit 
Succeed to its just right: fools shall be pntl'd 
From wisdom's seat: those baleful, unclean birds^ 
Those lazy owls, who, peroh'd near fortune's top. 
Sit onlv watchful with their heavy wings 
To cuff down new-fledg'd virtues, that wonld rise 
To nobler heights, and make the grove harmonious. 

Jrf. What can I do? 

Pter. Canst thou not kill a senator? 

JdF. Were there one wise or honest, I could kill hiui. 
For herding with that nest of fools and knaves. 
By all my wrongs, thou talk'st as if revenge 
Were to be had ; atad the brave story warms me. 

Pier. Swear then! 

Jaf. I do, by all those glittering stars, ^mt^ ■ . 
And yon great ruling planet of the night ; rjt 4^. > > 
By all good pow'rs above, and ill below ; ^ ^ 
Bv love and friendship, dearer tlmA my life, 
Ko ]^w'r or death sliall make me false to thee. 

Pter. Here we embrace, and I'll unlock m^ heart. 
A council's held hard by, where the destruction 
Of this great empire's hatching: there I'll 1^ thee.. 
But be a man ! for thou'rt to mix with men 
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Fit to disiurb the peace of all tlie world. 
And rnie it when if s wildest 

J<^, I nve tbee tbankft 
For this iTind warninf^. Yes, 111 be a nrnv; 
And charge thee, Pierre, whene'er thou aeeat mj fetn 
Betray me less, to rip this heart of mine 
Out of my breast, and show it for a coward's. 
Gome, let's be gone, for from this hoar I ehasc 
All little thoagbts, all tender human follies 
Oat of my bosom : Vengeance shall have roon : 
Revenge! 

Pter. And liberty! 

Jaf» Revenge— revenge--— [Exewa. 

SCENE If. Aqciliva's Hmtse, 
Enter Renault. 
Ren, Why was my choice ambition? the worst gronnd 
A wretch can baild on ! It's, indeed, at distance, 
A goodly f»rospect, tempting to the view ; 
The height deucfato us, and the mountain top 
Looks beaulifbl, because it's nigh to heav'b. 
Bat we ne'er think how saody's the fonndation. 
What storm will batter, and what tempest shake as. 
Who's tliere? 

Enter Spinosa. 

Spin, Renault, good morrow, for bv this time 
I think the scale of night has tam'd the balance. 
And weijrhs «p momintp! Has the dock stmck twelve? 

Pen. Yes! clocks will go as they are set; bat man. 
Irregular man's ne'er constant, never certain : 
I've spent at least three precions boors of darkness 
In wailing dull attendance : 'lis Ibe curse 
Of diligent virtae to be mix'd, like mine, 
With {pddy tempers, seals bat half resolv'd. 

Spin. Hell seise that sool amougst us it can frighten. 

Pen. What's then the canse that I ani here alone ? 
Why are we not together ? 
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Enter BhhiOTT, 
O, air, welcome ! 

Yoa are an Englishman : when treafton's hatching, 
One might haFe thooght you'd not have been belund- 

hand. 
In what whore's lap hare ^ou been lolling? 
Give but an Bngiiahman his whore and eaae» 
Beef, and a sea-coal fire, he's yours for ever* 

EIL Frenchman, yon are saucy. 

Ren. How! 

Enter Beoamar, the Amba$tador; Theodoee, Brah- 

VEIL, DUBAND, BraVB, ReVILLIDO, MeZZANA, 

Tebnon, and Rstrosi, ContpiraUn^, 

Bed. At difference; fie! 
Is this a time for anarrels? Thieves and rojf^oes 
VtM out and brawl : should men of your high catling^ 
Men separated by the choice of Provideoob 
From tne gross neaj^ of mankind^ and set hers 
In this assembly as in one great jewel, 
T* adorn the bravest purpose it e'er smil'd on i 
Should yon, like boys, wrangle for trifles? 

Ren, Boys! 

Bed, Renault, thy hand. 

Ren, I thought I'd given my heart 
Long since to ever^ man that mingles here; 
But grieve to find it trusted with such tempers. 
That can't forgive my froward age its weakness. 

Bed. Elliott, thou once hadst virtue. I have seen 
Thy stubborn temper bent with godlike goodness^ 
Not half thus courted : 'TIS thy nation's glory 
To hug the foe that offers brave allianee. 
One more embrace, my friends — we'll all embraee* 
Ignited thus, we are the mighty engine 
Must twist this rooted empire from its basis. 
Totters not it already ? 

£U. Would 'twere tumbling. 

]^d. Nayi it shall down i t£is night we seal its rniv. 
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Enter Piebre. 
Ob, Pierre, Uioa art welcome. 
Come, to mj bresAt, for bj its bope»thoo look'st 
Lovelilj dreadfal, and tbe fate ot' Yenioe 
Seems on thy sword already. Oh, my Marsi 
The poeto that first feigned a god of war, 
Sore prophesied of thee. 

Pier, Friend, was not Brutiis 
(I mean that Brotas, who in open senate 
Slabb'd tbe first Csesar that usorp'd the worjd), 
A mllant man? 

Ren, Yes, and Cataline too; 
Though story wrong his £une : for he oonspir'd 
To prop the reeling glory of his coontry: 
His cause was good. 

Bed, And ours as much aboTe it, 
As, Renault, thonVt superior to Cethegus, 
Or Pierre to Oassius. 

Pier, Then to what we aim at. 
When do we start? or must we tall^ for eTer? 

Bed, No, Berre, the deed's near birth ; &te seems to 
hare set 
The business op, and giren it to our care ; 
I hope the-n's not a heart or hand amongst us. 
But is firm and ready. 

AIL All. 
We'll die with Bedamar. 

Bedi O men 
Matchless ! as will your glory be hereafter : 
The game is for a matchless prise, if won ; 
If lost, disgraceful ruin. 

Pier, Ten thousand men are armed at your nod. 
Commanded all by leaders fit to guide 
A battle for the freedom of the world : . 
This wretched state has starv'd them in its seriice; 
And, by your bounty quioken'd, they're resoWed 
To serve your jglory, and revenge tlieir own : 
Tbey'Te all thoir different quarters in this oitv, 
W'atoh for th' alarm, and grumble 'tis so tardy. 

Bed, 1 doubt not, friend, but thy unwearied diligence 
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Hu still kept waking, and if shall have ease^ 

After this niirht il is resoVd we ineet 

No more, till Venice owns us for her lords. 

Pier. How lovelilj the Adriatic whore, 
Dress'd in her flames, will shine ! De^oaring flames ! ' 
Such as shall bom her to yie watery bottoiUi 
And hiss in her fonndalion. 

Bed, Now if anj •- ; 
Amonffst as, that owns this glorious caase. 
Have friends or interest he'd wish to save, 
Let it be told : the general doom is seal'd ^ 
But V.d forego the hopes of a world's empire. 
Rather than wound the bowels of mj friend. 

Pier, I must confess, joa there have toooh'd my weak- 



I have a friend ; hear it! sach a friend. 

My heart was ne'er shut to him. Nay, I'll tell you : 

He knows the very business of this hour ; 

But he rejoices in the cause, and loves it ; 

We've obang'd a vow to live and die together. 

And he's at hand to ratify it here. 

Ren. How! all betrayed! 

Pier. No— I've nobly dealt with you: 
I've brought m^ all into the pablic stock: 
I've but one friend, and him I'll share amongst you: 
Receive and cherish him ; or if, when seen 
And search'd, you find him worthless ; as my tongue 
Has lodg'd this secret in his faithful breast. 
To ease your fears, 1 wear a dagger here 
Shall rip it oat again, and give yon rest. 
Ck>me forth, thoa only good 1 e'er ooold boast of. 

Eater Jaffieb, vnth a Dagger. . 

Bed, His presence bears the show of manly virtoe. 

J^'. 1 know you'll wonder all, that thus uucall'd, 
I dare approach this place of fistal councils ; 
But I'm amongst ^on, and by heav'n it glads me- 
To see so many virtues thus united 
fo restore justice, and dethrone oppression. 
Comnuuid this sword, if yoa wooldliave it quiet. 
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Into this braast i bnt, if jon Uumk it wertliv 
To cut the throats of rMwrand ragoes in roves, 
Send me into the enre'^ Msenhfod senate : 
It shrinks not, thongh i nset a fiitfcer there. 
Would joQ behold this oitT flaming? Iisre's 
A hand shall bear a Ui^faled torch ai noon 
To th' arsenal, and set its gaAes on fire. 

Ren. You talk this well, nr^ 

Jrf. Naj-^by bevwm I'U do tUa. 
Gome, come, I read dislniat hi all year laoes ; 
You fear me villain, and, HidMd, it's sdd 
To hear a stranffpr talk thus, At first meetiog, 
«.Of matters thatliaTC teen so ivtell debated ; 
But I come ripe with wrongs, as joa with ooonotls. 
I hate this senate, am a foe to Venice ; 
A friend to none, but men rasolv'd like me 
To push on mischief. Oh ! di«d f on bat know me, 
I need not talk thus! 

Bed, Pierre, I must nmbiwoe htm. 
M? heart beate to this man, as if it knew him. 

Ken, I never lov'd tboM buggers. 

Jof. Still I see 
The cause delights ye not Yoar firienda cwirey me 
As I were dan^Broos — ^Bnt 1 oome ann*d 
Against all doubts, and to yom trnst wilic^ve 
A jpledge, worth more ttuin all tSe world aan pty for. 
A|i Qem^ra. Hoa ; my Bel videra ! 
^c<r Wfiafwowdor's next^ 

Jcf. Let me entreat yoo. 
As r have henceforth hopes to oril yon frionds, 
Hiat all bat the ambassador, and this 
Grave guide of councils, with my friend Ihat owns me, 
Withdnw awhile, to spare a woman's Moshes. 
lEu9Kt4Ullmt Bedamar, RemmU, Jigfier^ mnd Pierre. 

Enter BEx^viosna. 
Bed. :Kerre, whither will this ceMaMwy l«id is? 
J^. MyBelvidera! Bel videra I 
BeL Who, 
Who palls «o loud at this IaIo peaoeCol boor? 
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Tliat voice was woAt to cxNoe in gentle whispeni. 
And fill mj ears with the «oft brrath of love. 
Tboa hourlj iou^ of rajr thonghts, where art thoa? 

Jfif* Indeed 'tia late. 

Bd, iUaa! wiie» am I? wUther isl yoa lead ne? 
' Methinka I read diitraetion in jour fooe, 
Something less gentle than the fiite yoa telt ne. 
Yoa shake and tremble too! joor blood rnos cold! 
Heav'nsgaard my love, and bless his heart with patience, 

3f^, That I have patience, let oar fate bear witness, 
Who has ordaau'd it so, thai thoa and I 
rrhott, the divioMt good maa e*er possessed, 
And I, the wretohed^t of the race of man) 
This very hoar, without one tear, most part. 

Bei. Fart! mast we part? Oh, am I then forsaken? 
Why drag yon from me? Whither are' you going } 
My dear r my life 1 my love! 

Jcf. Oh, friends! 

JBe/. Speak to me. 

Jtif, Take her from my heart, 
She'll gain such hold dae, I shall ne^er get loose. 
I charge thee take her, bot with tender^ care 
Relievo her troobles, and assoage her sorrows. 

Ren, Rise, madam, and command amongst your ser- 
vants. 

Jef, To you, sirs, and ypar honours, 1 bequeath her \ 
And with lier this; when I prove unworthy — 

\G\Mei a Dagger. 

You know the rest -Then strike it to her heart; 

And tell her, he who three whole happy years 
Lay in her arms, and each kind night repeated 
The passionate vows of still increasing fove. 
Sent that reward for all her truth and sufierings. 

BeL Nay, take my life, since he has sold it cheaply. 
, O ! thoa unkind one -, 

Never meet more ! have I deserved this from you; 
Look on me, tell me, speak, thou fair deceiver. 
Why am I separated fr^m thy love? 
If I am ialse, accuse me; but if true. 
Don't, pr'ytbee don't, in poverty forsake me. 
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But pity the sad heart that* s torn with parting'. 
Yet Dear me, yet recall me— 

l^^eunt Benaulty Bedamar, and Behndera, 

Jaf, Oh ! mj ejes, 
Look not that way, bat tarn TonnelTes awhile 
Into my heart, and be wean'df altogether. 
My friend where art thoo? 

Pier, Here, my honoor's brother. 

J^. Is Belvidera gone? 

Pter. Reuaalt has led her 
Back to her own apartment; bnt, by heav'n. 
Then must not see her more, till oar work's orer. 

J<f. No! 

Pier. Not for yoar life. 

J(f, Oh, Pierre, wert then but she, 
How I would poll thee down into my heart, 
Gaae on thee, till m^ eye-strings craok*d with love; 
Then, swelUng, sighing, raging to be blest, 
Gome like a pantinff tiurtle to Uiv breast ; 
On thy soft bosom boverinsi bill and play, 
Confess the cause why last t fioA away ; 



Own 'twas a fault, but swear to give it o'ei 
And never follow lalse ambition wore* 



\_ExeunU 



ACT THE THIRD. 




SGBNB I. A Chmber, 
£nter Belvidera. 
JBeJ. rm aaorific'd! Fm sold! betraj'd to shame! 
Inevitable raia has ejicios*d me ! 
He that should guard my virtue has betray'd it ; 
Left me! undone me! Oh. that I oould hate him ! 
Where shall I go^ Oh, wnither, whither, wander? 

Enter JafAee. 

3 of. Can Belvidera want a resting-plaoe, 
When these poor arms are ready to receive her? 
There was a tim e 

Bei, Yes, yes, there was a time. 
When fielvidera's tears, her cries, and sorrows. 
Were not despised; when, if she ohano'd to sigh. 
Or look'd but sad — there was indeed a time. 
When Jaffier would have ta'en her in his arms, 



Eas'd her declining head upon his I 
And never left her till he found the 



breast, 
cause. 



J 
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Jcf, 0&, PortU, Portia! What a soul was thine ! 

Bel. That Portia was a woman; and when Bmtua, 
Big with the fate of Rome, (heair'o |[^ard thy safety !) 
Conoeal'd from her the laboars of his mind; 
She let him see her blood was great as his, 
Flow'd from a spring as noble, and a heart 
Fit to partake his troubles as faisloire. 
Fetch, fetch that dac^r back, the dreadfiil dower, 
Thoa gair'st last ni^ in partior with me ; strike it 
Here to my heart ; and as the Mood flows from it. 
Judge if it ran not pare, as Cato*s daughter's. 

Jof.'Oh! Belvidera! 

Bei. Why was I last night delirer'd toajciU«xn? 

Jaj\ Ha? avlffain? ^ — 

BtL Yes, to a villain ! Why at sach an hour 
Meets that assembly, all made up of wretches? 
Why, i in this band, and in that a dagger, 
Was 1 delirer'd with snob dreadful cei^monies? 
To you, sirs, and to your honours, I bequeath her. 
And with her this: Whene'er I prove unworthy— 
You know the rest— <tlien. strike it to her heart. 
Oh! why's that rest conoeal'd from me? Must I 
Be made the hostage of a hellish trust? 
For such I know 1 am ; that's all my Talne. 
But, by the love and loyalty I owe thee, 
I'll free thte from the bondUige of the slaves ; 
Straight to the senate, tell 'em all i know. 
All that i think, all that my fears inform me. 

J of. Is this tlie Roman virtue ; this the blood 
That boasts its purity with Gate's daughter? 
Would she have e'er belray'd her Bnitaa? 

B«l. Ne: 
For Brutus trusted her. Wert then so kind, 
What would not Belvidera safer for thee? 

Jof. I shall aado myself, and tell thee aU. 
Yet think a little, ere thou tempt me farther; 
Think I've a tale to tell will shake thy natnl%. 
Melt all this boMted ooustanoy then talk'st oC 
Into vile tears and despieable sorrows : 
Then if thou sbouldat helniy me(** 
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BeL Shallltweu-r 

Jrf. No, do not tweftr: I would not riobti) 
Tby tender nature, with so rode A bond : 
Bat as thon hop'st to see me lire my days, 
And lore thee Ump look tkis within thy breast: 
Vre boand myself by all the strietest Mwraments, 
Divine and munan— *- 

Bel. Speak ! 

Jqf. T^ kill tj» Cather 

J3ei. feyTallicJl ■"- 

Jaf. Nav, the throato of the whole senate 
Shall bleed, my Belvidera. He, amoimt os. 
That spares his fiither, brother, or his friend. 
Is danm'd. 

Bel. Ohi 

Jaf, Hare a oare, and shrink not eren in thought r 

For if thon dost 

. BeL 1 know it ; thoo wilt kill ne. 
Do, strike thy sword into this boson : lay me 
Dea4 on the earth, and then thou wilt be safe. 
Murder my &ther! thoogh his eruel nature 
Has perseooted me to my undoing ; 
Driven me to basest wants ; can I behold him, 
With smiles of vengeance, buteher'd in Ms age f 
The sacred fountain of my life destroyed? 
And oanst thon shed the blood that gave me being? 
Nay, be a traitor too, and sell th^f oooatry? 
Can thy gpreat heart deseend so vilely low, 
Mix with hir'd tdaves, bravoes, and common slabbers. 
Nose-slitters, alley-lurking villains! join 
With such a crew, and take a rufiao's wages. 
To out the throats of wretches as they sleep ? 

Jed', Thon wrongest me, Belvidera ! Fve engaged 
Witb men of souls; fit to reform the ills 
Df all mankind : there's not a heart amongst them 
But*s stout as death, yet honest as the nature 
Of man first made, ere -fraud and vice were fiwhion. 

Bel. What's he, to whose curst hands last night thon 
gav*st me? 
Was that well done? Oh! I could tell a story, 
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Would roQse tby Hon Jieart oat of its den. 
And make it ng^ with terrifying for j. 

Jrf, Speak on, i cbanre tliee. 

Bel. O my love! If e'er 
Thy Belvidera's peace deaert'd thy care, 
Remoye me from thia place. Last night, last night ! 

J of. Distract me not, bat give me all |J|e troth. 

BeL No sooner wert thon gone, and I alone, 
lid^ in the pow V of that old son of 'auscMef ; 
No sooner was I lain on my sad bed, 
But that vile wretch ajpproach*d me, loose, onbotlon'd, 
Ready for yiolation : Tnen my heart 
Throbb'd with its fears: Oh> now I wept and sigh'd. 
And shrunk and trembled ! wish'd in vain for him 
That should protect me! Thou, alas! wert gone. 

Jtf, J^fepocK^jiagth iB li T' l i i Mf ii l I Buk e T f mgfMff e 
Ugre. [him,. 

Bet He dr^ the hideous dagger forth, thou gav'st 
And with upbraiding smiles, he said. Behold it: 
This is the pledge of a fidae hosband's love: 
And in my arms then pcess'd, and would have clHp*d me ; 
But with my cries, I soar'd his coward 'heart. 
Till he willidrew, and motteHd tows to hell. 
These are thy friends! with these thy life, thy honour, 
Tliy loye, all staked, and all will go to ruin. 

Jtf, No more : I charge thee keep thia secret dose. 
Clear up tby sorrows; look as if thy wrongs 
Were all forgot, and treat him like a friend. 
As no complaint were made. No more; retire. 
Retire, my life, and doubt not of my honour ; 
I'll heal its failings, and deserye thy loye. 

BeL Oh! should I part with thee, I fear thou wilt 
In aoser leaye me, and return no more. 

J of. Return no more J I would notiiye wiUioot thee 
Another night, to purchase the creation. 

BeL Wmu shall we meet again? 

Ji^'. Anon, at twelye 
ril steal myself to thy expecting arms: 
Come like a traydll'd dore, and bring thee pcocr. 

BeL Indeed! 
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./a/*. Bj all oar loves. 

B'eL "n> bard to part: 
Bat sure no falsehood oTor look'd so fairlj. 
Farewell ; remember twelve. lEiit, 

3af, Let beav'n forget me. 
When I remember not thy tratb, thy loye. 

Enter Pierbe. 

Tier. Jaffier. 

J€f. Who ealls? 

Pier. A friend, that coald have wish'd 
T have found thee otherwise employed. What, hunt 
A wife, on the doll soil ! Sare a staunch husband 
Of all hounds is the dullest. Wilt thoo never, 
Never be weanM from caudles and confections? 
What feminine tales hast thou been list'ning to. 
Of anair'd shirts, catarrhs and toothach, ffot 
Bv thin-solM shoes? Damnation! that a fellow. 
Chosen to be a sharer in the destruction' 
Of a whole people, should sneak thus into comers 
To ease his rulsome lusts, and fool his mind. 

J of. May not a man then trifle out an hour 
Witn a kind woman, and not wrong his calling? 

Vier, Not in a cause like ours. 

Jaf, Then, friend, our cause 
Is in a damn'd condition : for PU tell thee> 
That cankerworm, caird lechery, has toaoli'd it ; 
Tis tainted vilely. Wouldst thou think it? Renault 

S^hat mortify'd, old, withered, winter rogue) 
e visited her last night, like a kind guardian : 
Faith! she has some temptation, that's the truth onH. 

Pt«r. He durst not wrong his trost. 

•Jdf, 'Twas somfethin^ late, though, 
To take the freedom or a lady's chamber. 

^ier. Was she in bed? 

Jof. Yes, faith, in virgin sheets. 
White as her bosom, Pierre, dish'd neatly up. 
Might tempt a weaker appetite to taste. 
Oh ! how tne old fox stunk, I warrant thee, 
Wiien the rank fit was on him! 
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Pier. Patience guide me ! 
He's osM no violence ? 

J of. No, no; oot ott'l, yioienee! 
PUy'd with her neck ; brodiM her with hit grej betrd ; 
fiat not a jot of violence. 

Ptfr. Damn him. 

Jof. Ay, 8o say I : but hush, no more on't. 
All hitherto is well, and I believe 
Mvaelf no monster yet: Sore it is near Che bour 
We all sfaoald meet for oar concloding orders : 
Will the ambassador be here tn person ? 

Pier. No, he has sent commissioD to th«t TtHain, 
Reaanll, 
To rive the execoting eharge : 
I'd have thee be a man, if possible* 
And keep thy temper; for a bvave revenge 
Ne'er comes too late. 

Jaf. ¥mr not, I am eool a» patienoe. 

Pter. He's yonder, eoming tbia way throogb the 
hall; 
His thooghts 8oem foil. 

J<^, Pr*ythee retire, and Wav« «a 
With him alone: 1*11 pat him to some trial ; 
See how his rotten part will bear the tooehing. 

Pt«r. Be careful, then. [Exit. 

J of. Nay, never doabt, but trust me. 
What! be a devil, take a damning oath 
For shedding natire blood ! Can there be a sin 
In mercifol repentance? Oh, this villain! 

Enter Renault. 

Ren. Perverse And peevish : What a slave is man 
To let his rebel passions master him ! 
Dispatch the tool her husband^that were well. 
Who's there? 

Jt^'. A man. 

i{«n. My friend, mjr near ally. 
The hostage of your faith, my beaaCeom «hargc»^, ia verv 
well. 

J of. Sir, are yon sure of thai? 
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Stands she in perfect kealtii ? Beats her poise even ; 
Neither too hot aor cold ? 

Reti. Wkd meMM that qoestioD? 

Jqf» Oh ! -women have fantastic oonstitotions, 
Inconstant in their wishes, always wmveriog^, 
And never fix'd. Was it not boldly done. 
Even at first sight, to tmst the thiiur I lov'd 
(A tempting treasnse too) with youth so iierce 
And vigorous as thine? but tfaoa art honest* 

Ren, Who dares AooBSe me? 

Jrf. Cars'd be he that doubts 
Thyvirtne! I have tayd it» and declare, 
Were I to choose a guardian of my hooonr, 
I'd pat it in thy keeping : for I know thee. 

Ken. Know me! 

Jqf, Ay, know thoe. There's no Msehood in thee : 
Thon look'st just as thoa art. Let ns embrace. 
Now woaldst thon ont my throat, or I cnt thine. 

Ren, Yon dare not do't. 

J<i^, Yon lie, sir. 

Ren. How! 

Jrf. No mere, 
Tis a base world, and mnst reform, that's all. 

Enter Spinosa, Theodore, Elliott, Revillido, 
Dub AND, BnoiiVEiL, and Ute rest of the Conspirators. 

Ren. Spinosa! 'I1leodore^ 

Spin. The same. 

Ben, You are welcome. 

&>tn. Yon are trembHsE, sir. 

Ren. TRs a ooW night, indeed,4md I am aged; 
Full of decay and nataral infirmities: 
l^e-enter Pier be. 
We shall be warm, my friends, I hope, to-morrow. 

Pier, Twas not well done; thou shooldst have 
stroked him, 
And not have call'd him. 

Jqf. Damn him, let him chfew on t 
Heav'n ! wh«r© am I? beset with oorsed fiends, 
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That wait to damn me ! What a deyiPa man, 
WI»Q he fon|;ets bis natore — —hash, my heart. 

Ren. JAj mends, 'ti> late ; are we assembled all? 
To-morrow's rising^ sun most see yoa all 
i[)eok'd in. jour honqprs. Are the soldiers ready ? 

Pier. All, all. 

Ren, Yon, D'orand, with yoar thomiand most possess 
St Mark's ; you, captain, know your charge already, 
Tis to secure the ducal palace : Voo^ 
Be all this done with the least tumult possible. 
Till in each place yon post suflicient guards: 
llien sheathe your swords in every braast you meet ' 

Jaf, Oh! reverend cruelty! damn'd bloody Tiilain! 

Ren. Darinf; this execution, Durand, yoa 
Must in the midst keep your battalia fast ; 
And, Theodore, be sure to plant the cannon 
That may command the streets ; 
This done, we'll give the general alarm. 
Apply petards, and force Uie ars'nal gates ; 
Tnen fire the city round in several places. 
Or with our cannon (if it dare resist) 
Batter to ruin. But above all I charge you. 
Shed blood enoujBfh ; sj^re neither sex nor age. 
Name nor condition ; if there live a senato|r 
After to-morrow, though the dullest rogue 
That e*er said nothing, we have lost our ends. 
If possible, let's kill the v«ry name 
Of senator, and bury it in blood. 

Jdf, Merciless, horrid slave-^Ay, blood eni>ueh ! 
Shed blood enough, old Renanlt ! how thou chami'st me ! 

Ren. But one Uung more, and thenftrewell, till &le 
Join us again, or sep'rate us fcMr ever. 
Firstlet's embrace. Heav'n knows who next shall thus 
Wing ye together; but let's all remember. 
We wear no common cause upon our swords : 
Let each man think that On his single virtue 
Depends the good and lame of all the rest; 
Eternal honour, or perpetual infamy. 
You droop, sir. 

J of. No; with most profound attention 
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I've heard it all, and wondei* at thy Tirtoe. 

Oh, Belvidera! talo me to tby arms. 

And show me whereas my peace, for I have lost it. [Exit, 

Ren, WithoQt the least remorse then, let's resolve 
With fire and sword t' exterminate thes^ tyrants ; 
Under whose weiffht this wretched country labomV| 
The means are oniv in oar hands to crown them. 

Pier, And may those pow'rs above that are propitions 
To nllant minds, record this oaose and bless it. 

Ren, Thus happy, thus secure of all we wish for, 
Should there, my friends, be found among us one 
False to this glorious enterprise, what fate. 
What vengeance virere enough for such a villain? 

Ell. Death here without repentance, hell hereafter. 

Ren» Let that be mv lot, if as here I stand, 
Listed by fate among ner darling sons, 
Titongh I bad one only brother, dear by all 
The strictest ties of nature; could i have such a friend 
Join'd in this cause, and had but ground to fear 
He meant foul play ; may this right hand drop from me. 
If I'd not hazard all my future peace, 
And stab him to the heart before you. Who, 
Who would do less? Would$t thou not, Pierre, the 
same? ' , 

Pier, You've sbgled me, sir, out for this hard question. 
As if it were started onlv for my sake! 
Am I the thing you fear? Here, here's my bosom. 
Search it with all vour swords. Am I a traitor? 

Ren. No: but I fear your late commended friend 
Is little less. Come, sirs, 'tia now no time 
To trifle with our safety. Where's this Jaffier? 

Spin. He left the room just now, in strange disorder. 
' Ren. Nay, there is danger in him : I obierv'd him ', 
Daring the lime I took for explanation, 
He was traosported from most deep attention 
To a confusion which.he could not smother. 
His looks grew full of sadness and surprise. 
All which betray'd a wavering spirit in him. 
That labonr'd with reluctanoy and sorrow. 
What's requisite for safety, asost be done 
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With speedy exeoation; be i 

Yet in our power : I, for my oim part, wear 

iL dagger 

pSr. Well. 

Ren, And I ooold ivish it-^-^ 

Pter. Where? 

Ren. BoHed im his hmrt. 

Pier* Awmy ; weVe vet all friends, 
No more of Ihk. *twill breed ill Mood mmni||^ bs. 

Smn, Let iii«ll draw oar swords, aod search the boose, 
Pull him from the dark hole where be sits broodinr 
O'er his cold fears, and each man kill Jris share of him. 

Pier, WbotalksofkUling? Who's be>U shed IhD blood 
That's dear to me? is't too, or yoa, or yon, sir f 
What, not one speak 1 bow yon stand gaping all 
On your grave oraole, your wooden gikl there! 
Yet not a word ! Then, sir, Til tell ^ron a secret ; 
Sospioion's bnt at best a coward's irirtne. [To lUnauU, 

Ren, A coward ! IHandkt his Sword: 

Pier, Put np thy sword, old man ; 
Thy hand shakes at it. Gome, let's heal this breach ; 
I am too hot, we yet may all lire friends. 

Sim, Till we are safe, o«r ftiendship camot foe so. 

Pier, Again! Who's that? 

Spin, 'Twasl. 

Tlieo, And I. 

Ren, And I. 

Omnef. AndaH. 

Ren, Who are on my side? 

Spin, Every honest sword. 
Lent die Kke men, and not be sold like slaves. 

Pier, One saeh word more^ by heav'n I'll to the senate, 
And bang ye all, like dogs, in olnsters. 
Why weep yoor coward sw*ords half oot their shells? 
Why do yov not all brandish them like mine ? 
Yoa fear to die, and yet dare iaXk of killing. 

Ren. Go to the senate, and betray os! baste! 
Seonre thy wretehed life ; we fear to die 
Lem than khoa dar'st be honest. 

Pier. That's rank fels^end. 
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Fear'st not thon dealh! Fie, there's a knaTisli itch 

In that salt blood, an utter foe to smarting. 

Had Jafl5er*s wife proir'd kind, hp?d still Men trne. 

Faagh, how that stinks! tfaoo die, thou kill mj friend! 

Or toon! or thou ! with that lean withered fisoe. 

Away, disperse all to your several oharges. 

And meet to-morrow where, your honour calls too. 

I'll bring that man, whose blood you so mqoh thirst for. 

And you shall see lam venture for you fidrly — 

Hence! henoe, I say. lExit RenauUf angriUf, 

Spin, I fear we've been to blame. 
And done too macb. 

Theo. Twas too far urg'd against the man you lov'd. 

Rev. Here, take our swords, and orosh them witb 
yoor feet. 

Spin, i^orgiire ns, gallant friend. 
• JfW. Nay, now you've found 
The yray to melt, and cast me a> yon will. ^ 
Whence rose all this discord P 
Oh, what a dangerous precipice have we 'scap'd! 
How near a fair was all we'd long been building! 
What an eternal blot had stain'd our glories* 
If one, the bravest and the best of men. 
Had falPn a sacrifice to rash suspicion, 
Butcher'd by those, whose cause he oame to cherish! 
Come but to-morrow, all your doubta shall end, "^ 
And to your loves, me better recommend, > 

That I've preserv'd your fame, and sav'd my friend. ) 

[jilxeunt 
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SCENE I. The Rialto. 
Enter Jaffxer and Belvxdera. 

J of. Where dost thoa lead me? Erery step I more, 
Metbinks I tread upon some mangled limb 
or a raclc'd friend. Oh, my charming min ! 
Where are we wandering? 

BeL To eternal honour^ 
To do a deed shall chronicle thy name 
Among the glorioos legends of those few 
That hare sav'd sinking nations. Thy renown 
Shall be the futore song of all the virgins. 
Who by thy piety have been preserved 
From horrid violation. Every street 
Shall be adorn'd with statues to thy honoor ; 
And at thy feet this great inscription written. 
Remember him that propp*d the fisU of Venioe. 

Jqf. Rather, remember him, who, after all 
The sacred bonds of oaths, and holier friendabip. 
In fond compassion to a woman^s tears, 
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Forgot his nmnhood, Tirtae, tratb, and hoooar, 
To saorifioe tbe bosom that reliev'd him. 
Why wilt thoQ damn me? 

. BeL Oh, inconstant man ! 
How will you oromise; how will yoa deceive ! 
Doy return baoK, replace me in my bondage. 
Tell all thy friends now dangerously thou lov'st me, 
And let thj dagger do its bloody office. 
Or if thou think*st it nobler, let me lire, 
Till I'm a victim to the hateful lust 
Of that infernal devil. 
Last nirhty m;^ love! 

Jcf. l^ame it not again : 
It shows a beastly image to my fancy. 
Will wake me into madness. 
Destruction, swift destruction, fall on my coward head. 

Bel. Delay no longer then, but to the senate, 
And tell the dismal'st story ever utter'd: 
Tell 'em what bloodshed, rapines, desolations. 
Have been prepared: how near's the fatal hour. 
Save thy poor country, save thp reverend blood 
Of dl its nobles, which to-morrow's dawn 
Mnsl else see shed. 

Jaf, Oh! think what then may prove my lot: 
By all heav'ns powers> prophetic truth dwells in thee; 
For every word thou speak'st, strikes through my heart; 
Just what thou'st made me, take me, Belvidera, 
And lead me to the place where I'm to say 
l*his bitter lesson ; where I must betray , 
My truth, my virtue, cotuilancy, and friends. 
Must I betray my friend? Ah! take me quickly: 
Secure me well before that thought's renew'd ; * 
If I relapse once more, all's lost for ever. 

Bel. Hast thou a friend more dear than Belvidera? 

* Jrf, No ; thou'rt my soul itself; wealth, friendship, 
honour. 
All present joys, and earnest of all fntnre. 
Are snmm'd in thee. 

Come, lead me forward, now, like a tame lamb 
To sacrifice. Thus, in his lalal garlands 
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,^ De&'d fine and pl«u*d, the wantoD sidps asd pl»j8, 
Troto by th' eotteiaur* f^ft^^nng iMwsless' ride. 
And mach transported with its Ikde pride, 
Forgets his dear oompaniona of the plain ; 7 

l^ill, bj her boaad, hs^n on tbe altar lain, > 

Yet then too bardlj bleats, s«eb pleasaie*s in the pain. > 

Enter Officer tmd fix Guardt. 

Ojfi Stand ! who goes there? 

BeL Friends. 

Offi.. Bat what friends are you? 

BeL Friends to the senate, and the state of Venice. 

Offi, My orders are to seize on all I find 
At this late hour, luid bring 'em to the council. 
Who are now sitting. 

Jaf. Sir, yoo sbaH be obey'd. 
Now the lot's cast, and, fate, do what thoa wilt. 

[Exeunt guarded, 

SGBNE II. 

The Senate-house, where appear sUiing the Ovks rf 
Venice, Pbiuli, and other Senators, 

Jhike, Antony, Priali, senators of Venice, 
Speak, why are we assembled here tUs night? 
What hare yon- to inform us of, ooneems 
The state or Venice' honoor, or its safbty? 

Pri. Could words express the stofy Vwe to tell y<w. 
Fathers, these tears were nseless, these sad lean 
That hn from my eld eyes; but there is came 
We alt shooM weep, tear off these purple robes. 
And wrap onrseWes in saokdoth, sitting down 
On the sad earth, and cry aloud to heav'n : 
HeaT^i knows, if yet there be an hoar to eome 
fire Venice be no mere. 

All Sen. How! 

PH. Nay, we stolid 
Upon the Tery brink of gaping ruin. 
Within this city's form'da dark conspiracy. 
To massacre us all, our wires and children. 
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' Kiadrcd ud fiieiid«, oor pdaem aad Iraplw 
To lay in ashes : nay, the hoar to* ifaL*d ; 
The swords, for aBght 1 know, diftWB e'en this nenent, 
And Ihe wild waste hefpin. From nnkaown hands • 



I had this wamins; bat, if we are men, 

- :„ Ibelaaaclfli * 

That may inform tne world, in after ages, 



Let^iUioi be laaac?? botoher'd> bnt do sometUog 



Oar Tirtoe was not minM, thooffh we were. 

[A Nmae wthmt. 
Room, room, make room for sobm pnsoners — 

EaUfr Officer and Gtuards. 
Duke. 9peak, thero. What dietarbanoe? 
Qffi, Two prisoners lm?e the gaasds sein'd in the 
street. 
Who aav, they come f inform this reverend senlite 
About the present danger. 

Enter Jaffier and Officer* 

All Sen. Giro 'em entrance— WeHj who are yon? 

Jaf, A villain, 
W^oald every man, that hears me, 
Woald deal so honestly, and own his title. 

Duke. Tb rumoor'd, that a plot has been contrtv'd 
Against this state ; and yon've a share in't too. 
H yon are a vilhoii, to redeem yonr hononr 
Unfold the troth, and be restored with meroy. 

J 4^. Think not, that I to aavo my life oame hither ; 
I know its value better ; hot m pity 
To all those wretehes whose annappy dooms 
Are fix'd and leal'd. Yoa see me here before yoa, « 
The sworn and oovenanted foe of Venice : 
Bnt use me as my dealings may deierve, 
And I mayprove a friend. 

Duke, Tbe slave capHnlates, 
Give him the tortures. 

Jrf. That you dare not do ; 
Your fear won't let yoo, not the longing itok 
To hear a story whieh yon dread the truth of: 
Troth, which the fear of smart shall ne'er get from me. 
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Cowardi are tGar'd with tbrMf Dings; bojt are whipt 
Into confessions: bat a stead j mind 
Acts of itself, ne'er asks the body counsel. 
Oire him the tortures! Name bat such a thing 
Ag^n, by heir'n I'll shut these lips for ever. 
Not all your racks, your engines, or your wheels^ 
Shall force a groan away, tlut yoa may guess aL 

Duke. Name your conditions! 

Jtf, For myself foil pardon, 
Besides the lives of twomml-twenty friends^ ^ 
Whose names are here enrcird — Nay. let their crimes 
Be ne*er so monstroos, I must have tne oaths 
And sacred promise of this reyerend council, 
That, in a full assembly of the senate 
The thing I ask be ratify'd. Swear this. 
And I'll unfold the secret of your danger. 

Duke. Propose the oath. 

Jef. By all the hopes 
Ye bare of peace and happiness hereaftet. 
Swear. — Ye swear? 

AIL Sen. We swear. 

Jcf. And, as ye keep the oath, 
Msy you, and yoar posterity be bless'd, 
Or curs'd for ever. 

All Sen. BIse be curs'd for ever. 

Jaf, Then heroes the list, and with*t the full dis- 
close 
or all that threatens you. [Deitvfrs a Paper, 

Now, fate, thou hast caught me. 

Duke. Give order that all diligent search be made 
To seize these men, their characters are public ; 
The paper intimates their rendesvous 
To be at the house of a fam'd Grecian oourteaan, 
Caird Aquilina; see that place secured. 
You, Jaffier, must with patience bear till momiog 
To be our prisoner. 

Jaf'. Would the chains of death 
Had bound me safe, ere T had known this minute. 

Duke. Captain, withdraw your prisoner. 

Jaf, Sir, if possible, 
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Lead me where my own thoaghto themselves may lose 

me; 
Where I may doze out what IVe left of life, 
Forget myself, and this day's gnilt and falsehood. 
Crael remembrance, how snali I appease thee ? 

lExit guarded, 
Offi, IWithottt] More traitors; room, room, room, 

make room, there. 
Duke. How's this? guards! 
Where are oar guards? Shut up the gates, the treason's 
Already at our doors. 

Enter Officer. 
Offi, My lords, more traitors, 
Seird in the very act of consultation ; 
Purnish'd with arms and instruments of mischief. 
Bring in the prisoners. 

^nter Pibbrb, Renault, Theodore, Blliott, 

RsviLLiDO, and other ContpiratorSt in Fetters, 
Pier. You, my lords, and fathers 

iAs you are pleaa'd to call yourselves), of Venice; 
f Ton sit here to guide the course of justice, 
Why these disgraceful chains upon the limbs 
That have so oRen laboured in your service? 
Are these the wreaths of triumph ve bestow 
On those, that bring you conquest home, and honours? 

Duhe. Go on ; you shall be heard, sir. 

Ant. And be hanged too, I hope. 

Pier. Are these the trophies I've deserv'd for fighting 
Your batfles with confederated powers? 
When winds and seas conspir'd to overthrow you ; 
And brought the fleets of Spain to vour own harbours; 
When yon, greatduke, shrank tremblinjr in your paUce, 
And saw your wife, tlie Adriatic, plougti'd. 
Like a lewd whore, by bolder prows than yours, 
Stepp'd not I forth, and taught your loose Venetians 
The task of honour, and the way to greatness? 
Rais'd yon from yoor capitulating fears 
To stipulate the terms ot su'd-for peace? 
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And this my racompeiiae} if Pni a tnitor, 
ProdBoe my oharffe; or show the wretch that's base 
And brave enoofpn to tell me I'm a traitor. . 

Duhe, Know yon one Jaffier ? [Cofisptrotcm munmur. 

Pier, Ym, and know his Tirtne. 
His jostioe* tmth, his general worth, and sufieringps 
Prom a hard &ther, Unght me first to. love Urn. 

Enter Jaffier, guarded, 

Duke. See him brought forth. 

Pier. My friend too bound ! nay then 
Oar fate has conqner'd ns, and we most fall. 
Why droops the man whose welfcre's so mooh mine. 
They're but one thing? These reverend tyrants, Jaffier, 
Call as traitors. Art thou one, my brother? 

Jrf. To thee, I am the falsest, veriest slave* 
That e'er betray'd a generous, trostin^ friend, 
And gave up honour to be sure of ruin. 
AU onr fair hopes, which morning was f have er«wii*d, 
Has this cors'd tongue o'erthrown. 

Pier. So, then all's over: 
Venice has lost her freedom, I my life. 
No more! Farewell! 

Duke. Say; will you make confession 
Of your vile deeds, and trust the senate's merc^? 

Pier. Curs'd be your senate: cors'd ^oweoHst&tatioB: 
The curse of growing factions and divisions, _ 

Still vex your ooonens, shake your public sidbty. 
And make the robes of government you wear 
Hateful to you, as these base chains to tarn. 

Duke. Pardon, or death? 

Pier. Death! howNirable death ! 
^ Ren. Death's the best thing we ask, or yoQ o«& girt. 
No shameful bonds, but honourable death. 

Duke. Break up the eouneil. Captain, guard your 
prisoners. 
Jaffier, you're free, but these must wait for iadgment. 
lExeunt all the Smatore. 

Pter. Come, whereas my dungeon? Lead me to my 
straw : 
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It will.not be the first time I've lodged bard 

To do the senate service. / 

J of* Hold, one moment. 

Pier. Who's he dispates the jadgment of the senate? 
Presomptaoos rebel — on — [Stnket Jeffier, 

3 of. By heav'n, you stir not! 
I most be heard ; 1 most have leave to speak. 
Thou hast disgraoVl me, Pierre, by a vile blow : 
Had not a dagger dene thee nobler jostioeP 
But dse me as tnon wilt, thoa oanst not wrong me. 
For 1 am fiillen beneath the basest injuries : 
Yet look upon me with an eye of meroy, 
With pity and with oharity behold me : 
But as tbisre dwells a godlike nature in thee» 
Listen with mildness to my supplications. 

"Pier, What whining monk art thou ? what holy cheat, 
That wouldst encroach npon my credulous ears. 
And cant'st thus vilely? Hence ! i know thee not: 
Leave, hypocrite. 

J of. Not know me, Pierre? 

TUt, No, I know thee not! What art thou? 

Jtf^ Jaflier, thy friend, thy once lov'd, vala'd friend! 
Though now deservedly scomVl, and os'd most hardly. 

Pt<r. Thou, Jaflier ! thou, my once lov'd, valu'd friend I 
By heav'ns thou liest; the man so oalPd. my friend, / 
Was generous, honest, fiuthful, just, ana valiant; 



Noble in mind, and in his person lovely; 
Dear to my eyes, and tender to my heart: 
But thou, a wretched, base, false, worthless coward, 



Poor, even in soul, and losihsonw in thy aspect ; 
All eyes must shun thee, and all hewts detest thet 
Pr^ythee avoid ; nor longer oUng thus round me. 



Like soflsetfaing banefti], that my nature's chill*d at. 
Jaf, I have not wronged thee, by timae tears i have 

not. 
"Pier, Hast thou not wronged me? Dm^st thou call 
thyself 
That once lov^d, valued friend of mine. 
And swear thou hast not wronged me.^ Wheaee these 
chains? 
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Whence the vile death which I iiiaj meet this moment? 
Wbeoce this dishonour, Irat from thee, thqp fiUse one? 

Jof. All's true ; yet grant one thing, and Tire done 
asking. 

Pier. What's that? 

Jof. To take Ihjr life, on snoh conditions 
The counsel have proposed : them, and thj friends^ 
Mar jet lire lonr, and to be better treated. 

Pier. Life! ask my life! oonfeia! record myself 
A villain, for the privilege to breathe ! 
And carry ap and down this odned city, 
A discontented and repining spirit, 
Borthensome to itself, a few years longer; 
To lose it, may be at last, in a lewd quarrel 
For some new friend, treacherous and felse as thoa art! 
No, this vile world and 1 have long been jang|liDg, 
And cannot part on better terms tun now. 
When only men, like thee, are fit to Kve in'U . 

Jrf, Bv all that's just 

Pter. Swear by some other powers, 
For thou hast broke that sacred oath too lately. 

Jaf, Then, by that hell I merit, I'll not leave thee. 
Till, to thyself, at least thonVt reooneird. 
However thy resentment deal witli me. 

Pier. Not leave me! 

Jrf. No; thou shalt not force me from thee. 
Use me reproachfully, and like a slave; 
Tread on me, buffet me, heap wron^ps on wrongs 
On my poor head : I^ll bear it all with patience 
Shall weary out thv most unfriendly cruelty : 
Lie at thy feet, and kiss 'em, though they spurn me ; 
Till wounded by my suffering, thou relent. 
And raise me to thy arms, with dear forgiveness. 

Pier, Art tboa not— — 

Jrf. What? 
' PuJT. A traitor? 

Jif. Yes. 

Pter. A villain? 

jy. Granted. 

Pier. A coward, a most scandalous coward ; 



SCENE 2. VENICE PRBSERTED. 47 

Spiritless, void of honour ; one who has sold 
Thy everlasting^ fame, for shameless life? 

Jof, All, alfand more, much more : my faults are 
numberless. 

"Bier, And wonldst tboa have me live on terms like 
thine; 
Base, as thon art false 

Jof. No ; 'tis to me that's granted : 
The safety of thy life was all I aim'd at. 
In recompense for faith and trust so broken. 

'Pier, 1 scorn it more, beoanse preserved by thee ; 
And, as when first my foolish heai't took pity 
On thy misfortunes, sought thee in thy miseries, 
Relieved thy wants, and rais'd thee from the state 
Of wretchedness, in which thy fiite had plung'd thee. 
To rank thee in my list of noble friends ; 
All 1 received, in surety for thy truth, 
Were unregarded oaths, and this, this dagger, 
Giv'n with a worthless pledge, thoo since bast stoPn : 
So I restore it back to Uiee again ; 
Swearing by all those pow'ra which thou hast violated, 
Never, from this onrs'd hour to hold communion. 
Friendship, or interest, with thee, though our years 
Were to exceed those limited the world. 
Take it— farewell-— for now I owe thee nothing. 

3af. Say thou wilt live then. 

Pter. For my life, dispose it 
Just as thou wilt, because 'tis what I'm tir'd with. 

Jof. Oh, Pien«! 

Pta*. No more* 

J of. MjjT eyes won't lose the sight of thee, 
Bntlanguish after thee, and ache with gazing. 

Pter. Leave me—Nay, then thus, thiu I throw thee 
from me ; 
And curses, great as is thy &ldehood, catch thee. [£xtt. 

Jf^, Amen. 
He's gone, ray father, friend, preserver. 
And here's the portion he has left me: 

\Ho\dA th^ Dagger up. 
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Tkisdaf^ger. Welirenenber'di widi this dagger, 
I gave a solemn vow of diie iiaporlaiice ; 
Parted wiUi Ibis, and Belvidera togetker. 
Have a care, memV j, driye that taouglit no further : 
No, ril esteem it as a friend's fatfl legacy ; 
Trrasare it up within tins wretched bosom, 
Where it may grow aoouainted with my heart. 
That when they meet, they start not from each other. 
So now for thinking'—A blow, calPd a traitor, ▼illain, 
Coward I dishenonrable coward; foach! 
Oh! for a long sonad sleep, and so i»rget it. 
Down, busy devil ! 

£nter Belyidera. 

BeL Whither shall I fly ^ 
Where hide me and.my miseries together? 
Where's now the Roman constancy I boasted? 
Sunk into trembling fears and desp er a t i o n, 
Not darinff to look up to that dear face 
Winch os'd to smile, ev'n on my fiwlts; but, down. 
Bending these miserable eyes on earth. 
Most move in pensnee, and impioie mncfa asercy. 

Jif. Merey r kind heav*n has surely endless stores, 
Hoarded for thee, of blessings yet antasted : 
Oh, Belvideral Tm the wfetohed'st i 
E'er orawl'd on earth. 



Myir 
Who, 



friend too, Belvideim, that dear friend, 
nest to thee, was all my health rejoie'd io, 



Has ns'd me like a slave, shamefully nsVl m< 
Twonld break thy pitying heart to hear the story. 

BeL What has he done? 

Jrf. Before we parted, 
fire yet his guards had led him to his prison. 
Full of severest sorrows for his sufferings. 
With ejes o'erflowinff , and a bleeding heart. 
As at his feet I kneelM and su'd for mercy, 
With a reproachful hand he daah'd a Mow : 
He struck me, Belvideral by heav'n, he strvok me! 
Buffetted, oall'd me traitor, villivin, coward. 
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Am I a coward? Am I a Tiliain ? Tell me: 
Thoa'rt the best JBdre, and mad'it me, if 1 am so! 
Damoatioo! Coward! 

Bel. Oh! forgive him, Jaffier; 
And, if his saffenngs woond thj heart already. 
What will they do to-morrow ? 

Jrf. Ah! 

BeL To-morrow, 
When thoQ shalt see him stretoh'd in all the agonies 
Of a tormenting and a shameful death ; 
His bleeding bowels, and his broken limbs. 
Insulted o'er, by a vile, butchering villain ; 
What will thy heart do then P Oh \ sure 'twill stream, 
Like my eves now. 

Jof. What means thv dreadful story ? 
Death, and to-morrow! Broken limbs and bowels! 

BeL The fidthless senators, 'tis they've decreed it : 
They say, according to our friends' request. 
The V shall have death, and not ignoble bondage : 
Declare their promis'd mercy allhas forfeited : 
False to their oaths, and deaf to intercession. 
Warrants are pass'd for public death to-morrow. 

Ja^. Death! doom'd to die! oondemn'd unheard! 
unpleaded ! t 

BeL Nay, croel'st racks and torments are preparing I 
To force confession from tbeir dying pangs. 
Ob I do not look so terribly upon me f 
How your lips shake, and all your face disorder'd ! 
What means my loveP 

Jqf, Leave me, 1 charge' thee, leave me — Strong 
temptations 
Wake in my heart. 

Bel. For what P 

J of. No more, but leave me. 

BH. Why? 

Jetf, Oh ! by heav'n, I love tUee with that fondness, 
I would not have thee stay a moment loncer 
Near these curs'd hands: Are they not cold upon thee? 
IPuUs the Dagger ha^' out of his Bosom, aud 
piUt it back again. 
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Bel. No, ererlaiUng eomtbrfs m tlij vmm. 
To lean ihas on thy breMi, it tofter etae 
Than downy pillows, deck'd with leaves of roaes. 

J of. Alas! thon Ihink'st not of the tkoma lis IBU'd 
-^ with: 
Fly, ere they gall thee. There's a lorkiiipf serpent. 
Ready to leap and sting thee to the' heart: 
Art thou not terrified? 

BfL No. 

Jtf, Call to mind 
Wiia t th o n liast done, and whither tho« hast brm^ht ne. 

, Jof. Where's my friend? my friend, thoo saUinr mis- 

Nay, shrink not, now 'tis too late; Mm« stmnMstlmve fied 
When thy guilt first had eaose ; for dire rerenge 
Isap, and raging for mj friend. He graaos I 
Hark, how he groans! bis sereama are in my ears 
Already ; see, they Ve fix'd him o* the wheel. 
And now they tear him — ^Murder? PMjnr'd senate! 
Marder--Oh !>-Harkthee,traitry^. Uwfthis |dyiem s! 
Thanks to thy teai^nEn^Tnifse persnadmi^ Ivre; 
How her eyes speak } Oh, thou bewitehmg ereatore ! 

[Fumbtingfer hu Dagger. 
Madness can't bwt thee. Ciome, thon little trembter. 
Creep eren into my heart, and there lie safe : 
Tis tliy own citadel— Hah—yet stand off. 
Heay'n most hare justice, and my broken tows 
Will sink me else beneath its reaching mercy. 
Ill wink, and then 'tis don^-« 

Bel, What means the lord 
Of roe, my life, and lore? What's in thy bosom. 
Thou grasp'st at soP Nay, why am I thos treated? 

[Pramthe Dagger aa4 tfi^l fo stub her. 

J of. Know, fieRliSm. W^ we parted last, ' 
I gave this dag^ with thee, as in tmst. 
To be thy portion if I e'er prov'd false. 
On such condition, was ray trath belier*d : 
But now 'tis forfeited, and must be paid for. 

lOffers to stob her again. 
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Bel Oh ! Mercy ! [Kneeling. 

Jaf, Nay, no slruMling. 

Bel. Now then, kQi me. 

, ILeaps on hU Neck, and kines him. 

Jqf. I am, I am a coward; witness beav*n, 
Witness it, earth, and evert being witueu : 
Tis bat one blow ! yet by immortal love, 
I cannot longer bear a thought to harm thee. 

I HeJimmowanithe Dagger and em(frac& her. 
The seal of Proyideoce is siire upon thee : 
And then wert born for yet unheard-of wonders. 
Oh ! thon wert either born to save or damn me. 
By all the power that's giv'n me o'er my soal, 
By thy resistless tears and oonanering smiles. 
By the notorioos lore that still waits on thee, 
Fly to thy orael &tber, save my frfend. 
Or all oar futnre (laiel's lost for ewer. 
Fail at his feet, clin? round his reverend knees. 
Speak to him with thy eyes, and with thy tears, 
Melt his hard heart, and wake dead nature in him, 
Crash him in th' arms, tortare him with thy softness; 
Nor till thy prayers are granted, set him free, 
Bot conquer him, as thou hast coBquor'd me. lExmmt, ' 
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SCENE I. An Apartment in Pbiuli's House. 
Enter Priuli. 

Pri, Why, cruel hMkv'n, have my anhappy days 
Been lenrthenM to this sad one? Oh! dishonour . 
And deathless infamy is fallen upon me. 
Was it my fault? Am I a traitor? No. 
But then, my only child, my daughter wedded ; 
There .my best blood runs foul, and a disease 
Incurable has seiz'd upon my memory. 

Enter Belyidera, in a Umg mouiming VeiL 
Bel. He*s there, mv fiither, my inhuman father^i 

That for three y^ars uas left an only child 

Exposed to all the outrages of fate^ 

And cruel ruin ! — oh— 
Pri. What child of sorrow 

Art thou, that comes wrapt in weeds of sadness. 

And mov'st as if thy steps were towards a ffrave? 
Bel. A wretch who from the very top of bap|Mneis 

Am fairn into the lowest depths of misery, 

And want your pitying hand to raise me up again. 
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Pri: What woaldtt thou be^ for? 

Bel. Pitj and forgiyeneas. [Throws up her Veil. 

S" the kind, tender names of child and father, 
army complaints, and take m^ to yoor love. 

Pri. My daughter! 

BeL Yes, your daaghter. 

Pri. Don't Ulk thus. 

Bei. Yes, I mupt; and yon most hear too. 
I hare a hosband. 

Pri. Daran him. 

BeL Oh ! do not onrse him ; 
He would not speak so hard a word towards yon 
On any terms, howe'er he deals with me. 

Pri. Ha! what means my child ? 

Bel. Oh ! my husband, my dear husband* 
Carries a dagger in^is onee kind bosom. 
To pierce the heart of your poor Belyidera. 

Pri. Kill thee! 

Bel. Yes, kill me. When he pass'd his laith 
And covenant against your state and senate, 
He gaye me up a hostage for his truth : 
With me a dM^r and a dire commisaion. 
Whene'er he feil'd, to plunge it through this bosom. 
I learnt the danger, chose the hour of love 
T attempt his heart, and bring it back to honour. 
Great loye prevailed, and blesTd me with success! 
He came, confessed, betray'd his dearest friends 
For promised merer. Now they're doom'd to suffer. 
Galrd with remembrance of wliat then was sworn. 
If ther are lost, he rows t* appease the gods 
With his poor life, and make my blood th' atonement. 

Pri. Heav'ns! 

BeL If I was ever then your care, now hear me ; 
Fly to the senate, sare the promis'd liroa. 
Of hia dear frienaa, ere mine be made the sacrifice. 

Pri, Oh. my heart's comfort! 

BeL Will you not, my lather? 
Weep not, but answer me. 

Pn. By hear'n I will. 
Not one of them but what shall be immortal. 
Canst thou forgiye me all my follies past? 
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rii benoeforth be indeed a iiilber ; aever. 
Never more tbw expose, bat eherith tbee, 
Deu- u tbe viUd warmth that feeds my- life, 
. Dear as these ejes that weep in fondness o'er thee. 
Peace to thy heart Farewell. 
- BeL Go and remember, 
lis BeJvidera's lite her father pleads for. 

lExeuut severaUy. 

SCENE II. A Garden, 
Enter Jafpier. 
Jia/. Final destroction 8ei2e on all tbe worM. 
Bend down ye heav'ns, and shutting round this earth, 
Gmsh the TiJe globe into its first oonfiision! 

Enter Belvidera. 

Bel. My li fe ■ [Meeting him. 

Jaf, My plague [Titnttn^^m her, 

SeL Nav, then I see my miii. 
If I most die! 

Jtf, Nor let tbe thoughts of death perplex tby fiwcy ; 
But answer me to what I shall demand. 
With a iirm temper and unshaken spirit 

Bel. I will, when IVe done weeping — 

Jrf. Fie, no more on't 

How long is't sinee t^t miserable day 
We wedded first 

Bel. Oh! bhl 

Jtf, Nay, keep in tby tears. 
Lest they unman me too. 

BeL Heav'n knows I cannot ; 
The words yon utter sound so very sadly. 
The streams will follow-^ 

Jitf. Gome, ril kiss 'em dry then. 

Bel. Bat wis't a miserable day P 

Jqf, A cur8*d one. 

BeL 1 thought it otherwise ; and you've oAen sworn, 
In the transporting hours of warmest love, 
.When sure you spoke the truth^ yon've sworn you 
bless'd it. 

Jrf. 'Twas a rash oalh. 
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Bel. Then why am I not onn'd too^ 
Jrf, No, Belndera; by Ui' eternal trnth, 
I dote with too nocfa fondness. 

Bel. Still BO kind? 
Still then do you loire me.^ 
Jo^l Man ne'er was blest 
Since the first pair inet,.as I have been. 

Bel, Then snre you will not ourse Me? 

JaJ\ No, rU bless thee. 
I came on purpose, Belvidera, to bless thee. 
'Tis now, 1 think, three years, weVe Uv'd iogetfaer. 

Bel. And may no fatal minute ever part ua. 
Till, reverend g^wn for age and love, we go 
Down to one grave, as our last bed, together ; 
There sleep in peace, ti{l an eternal morning. 

Jqf. Did I not say, I came to bless thee? 

Bel. You did, 

Jqf. Then hear me, bounteous heav'n : 
Pour down your blessings on this beauteous head. 
Where everlasting sweets are always springing, 
With a eooUoual giving hand : let peace. 
Honour, and safety, always hover round her *, 
Feed her with plenty ; let her eyes ne'er see 
A sight of sorrow, nor her heart know mourning: 
Crown all her days with joy, her nighto with rest. 
Harmless as her own thoughte ; and arop her virtue, 
To bear the loss of one that too mooh lov'd ; 
And comfort her with patience in our parting. • 

BeL How! Parting, parting ! 

Jrf. Yes, for ever parting; 
I have sworn, Belvidera, by yon heav'n. 
That best ean tell how much 1 lose to leave thee, 
We part this hoar for ever. 

BeL O! callback 
Your cruel blessing; stey with me and ourie me. 

Jaf'. Now hold, heart, or never. 

Bd. By all the tender days we've liv'd together, 
Pity my sad condition ; speak, but speak. 

/^. Oh!hh! 

Bel. By these arms, that now ding round thy neck. 
By these poor streaming eyes — 
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Jtf. Marder! nnholdme: 
Bj th' immorUl dMtinj that doomed me. 

[Draws the Dagger, 
To this oan'd minate, V\\ not lire .one longer; 
ResoWe to let me go, or see me &U— — 
Hark, the dismal bell [Famng-beU tolls. 

Tolls oat for death ! I most attend its eall too ; 
For ro J poor friend, m j dying Pierre, expects me : 
He sent a message to require I'd see him 
Before he died, and take his last forgiveness. 
Farewell, for ever. 

Bel. Leave thj dagger with me, 
Beooeath me somethingu-Not one kiss at parting? 
Oh! mj poor heart, when wilt thoa break r 

IGoing outy hoiki back at him. 

Jrf. YetsUv: 
We oave a child, as jet a tender in&nl: 
Be a kind mother to him when I'm gone ; 
Breed him in virtue, and the paths of honoar. 
But never let him know his father's story; 
I charge thee, guard him from the wrongs my fiOe 
May do his future fortune, or his name. 
Now — nearer yet — [Approaching each other. 

Oh ! that my arms were rivetted 
Thus round thee ever ! But my friend ! my oath ! 
This and no more. [JiTutet her. 

Bel. Another, sore another. 
For that poor little one you've ta*en such care of. 
I'll giv't him truly. 

Jaf. So now farewell. 

Bel. For ever ? 

J(^. Heav'n knows for ever; all good angels guard 
thee. [Exit. 

Bet. All ill ones snre had charge of me this moment. 
Curs'd be my days, and doobly curs'd my nigbts. 
Oh ! give me daggers, fire, or water : 
How 1 could bleed, how burn, how drown, the waves 
Huxzing and booming round my sinking head. 
Till i descended to the peaceful bottom! 
Oh ! there's all (]uiet, here all rage and fury : • 

The air's too thin, and pierces my weak brain ; 
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I long for thick, sabsUotial sleep ; Hell! bell ! 

Biinii from the centre, rage and roar alond, 

If thou art half so hot, so mad as I am. [Exit. 

SCBNE III. A Scaffold, and a Wheel prepared for 
the Execuiion rf Pikrre. 

Enter Officer, Pierrei Gtuards, Executioner, and 

a great Rabble, 
Pier, Mjr friend not come jet? 

Enter Jaffier. 

Jrf. Oh, Pierre! 

Pier. Yet nearer. 
Dear to mjr arms, though thou'st andone mjr fame, 
I oanH forget to love thm. Pr'jthee, JafBer, 
Forgive that filthy blow my passion dealt thee; 
I'fiTriow preparing for the ituid of peace. 
And fain would have the charitable wishes 
' Of all good men, like thee, to bless mj joumej. 

JW*. Good! I am the vilest creature, worse than e'er 
Sailer'd the shameful fate thou'rl going to taste of. 

Offi, The time grows short, jour friends are dead 
already. 

Jaf. Dead! 

Pier. Yesp dead, Jaffier; thejVe all died like men too, 
Worthj their character. 

Jttf. And what must I do ? 

Pter. Oh, Jaffier! 

Jrf. Speak aloud thj burthen*d soul^ 
And tell thy troubles to thjr tortur'd friend. 

Pier, Friend ! Gouldst thou jet be a friend, a gene- 
rous friend, 
I might hope comfort from thj noble sorrows. 
Heav'n knows, I want a friend. 

Jqf, And I a kind one. 
That would not thus scorn mj repenting virtue, 
Or think, when he*s to die, mj thoughts are idle. 

Pier: No ! live, I charge thee, Jamer. 

Jrf, Yes, I will live: 
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Bat it shall t>e to see tbj fall reveov'd 

At sacli a rate, as Yeaice long shalf groaa for. 

Pi€r. Wiltthoa? 

Jrf. I will, by heav'n. 

Pter. Then sfill thou'rt noUe, 
And I forgiTe tbee. Oh !^jet-<-4haU I trust thee P 

Jof. No ; Tve been false already. 

Pter. Dost thou l6?e me? 

J(^. Rjp ap my heart, and satisfy thy doabtinss. 

Pter. Corse on this weakness. [^Weeps. 

Jq/*. Tears! Amazement! Tears! 
I never saw tbee melted thos before ; 
And know there's something laboarinfjp in thy bosom. 
That mast have vent : Thoojrh I'm a villain, tell me. 

Pier. See'st tho« that engine f 

[Pointing to the Wheel 

Jtf. Why? 

Pier. Is't fita soldier, who has liy* d with hono ur. 
Fought Afttfotfs" quarrels, and J)eeJL qraScSSSSIIi eon- 
quest. 
Be exjpos'd a common Gaiic%9S QQ^jriieel ? 
"Jflff'Hah! 

Pter. Speak! isH fitting? 

Jrf. Fitting! 

Pter. Yes: is't filling? 

J^. What's to be done? 

Pter. I'd have thee undertake 
Something that's noble, to preserve mj memory 
From the disgrace that's ready to attaint H. 

OffL The day grows late, sir. 

Pter. I'll make haste. Oh,Jaflier! ' 
Though thoa'st betrav'd me, do me some way jostloe. 

J(^, No more of that: thy wishes shall be satisfied; 
I have a wife, and she sliall bleed: my child too. 
Yield up his little throat, and all 
T* appease' thee IGoing away, Pierre holds him. 

Pter. No— this— no more. TWhispert JtMer. 

Jo^: Hah! is't then so? 

Pter. Most oertainl V. 
J*^. I'll do it. 
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Pier, Remember. 

Om. Sir. 

rter. Come, now Fm ready. 

[He md Juffier ascend the Scaffofd. 
Gaptein, you shovld be a gentleman of honoar ; 
Keep off the rabble, that f raaj bare room 
To entertain' my fote, and die witb decency. 
Ck>nie. ITakes vf his Gown, Executioner prepares 

to hind him. 
Yonll think on't. ITo Jaffier. 

Jaf Twon't grow stale before to-morrow. 

P»er. Now, laffier! now Tm goinff. Now— 

lExeaUioner naoing hound him, 

Jqf. Have at thee, 
Thon honest heart, then— here— [SUl/uMP- 

And this is well too. CSsSlSL"'*^- 

Pier. Now thou hast indeed been fiuthOT^"**^** 
This was done nobly— We have deceived the senate. 

Jqf, Bravely. 

Pier. Ha, ha, ha oh ! oh I IDies. 

Jaf. Now, ve cursed mlers. 
Thus of the blood y*ave shed, I make libation 
And sprinkle it mingUnff. May it rest upon you, 
And all your race. Be henceforth peace a stranger 
Within your walls; let plagaes and fiimine waste 
Your ffeneration~>Oh, poor Belvideral 
Sir, I have a wife, bear this in safety to her, 
A token that with my dying breath I bless'd her, 
And the dear little in&nt left behind me. 
I'm sick— l*m quiet. IJHes. Scene shuts upon them. 

SCBNB lY. An Apartment at Priuli's. 
Soft Music. Enter Bxlvidera, distracted, led hy two 
of. her Women; Priuli and Servants. 
Pri. Strengthen her heart with patience, pitying 

heav'n. 
Bel Come, come, come, come, come, nay, come to 
bed, ,. , 

Pr'ythee, my love. The winds ', hark how they whistle ; 
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And tlie nrin beats : Oh ! how the weather shrinks me t 
Voa are angrj now, who careaP Pish, no indeed. 
Choose then ; I saj jon shall not go, yon shall not ;. - 
Whip your ill nature ; get you gone then. Oh! 
Are voo returned? See, father, here he's come again : 
Ani 1 to blame to love him ? O, thoo dear one. 
Why do you fly me? Are you angry still then? 
Jaffier, where art thou ? father, why do you do thus? 
Stand off, don't hide him from me. He's h«re some- 
where. 
Stand off, I say : What gone? Reraember't, tyrant : 
I may revenge myself for this trick, one day. 

rildo'l— rildo't. 

Enter Officer. 
Pri. News, what news? [Officer whispers PriuU. 
Offi. Most sad, sir; 

JaflSer, upon the scaffold, to prevent 

A shamerul death, stabb'd Pierre, and next fasmself ; 

Both fell together. 
Pri. Daughter! 

- Bel. Ha! look there f 

Mt husband bloody, and his friend too! Murder f 

Who has done this? Speak to me, thou sad vision : 

On these poor trembling knees I beg it. Vanish'd— 

Here they went down— Oh, 1*11 dig, dig^ the den up! 

You shan't delude me thns. Hoa, Jamer, Jaffier, 

Peep up, and give me but a look. I have him ! 

I've got him, nitiier : Oh I 

My love! my dear! my blessing! help me! help me! 

They have hold on me, and drag me to the bottom. 

Nay — ^uow thev pull so hard — farewell — 

[pies. The Curtmn faih slowly to Mtutc. 
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SCENE I. A HaU in Goodwill's House, 

Enter Goodwill. 

Good. ?T ELL ! it 18 to me sarprisin^ that oat of 
the maltitudes who feel a pleasare in getting an estate, 
few or none shoo Id taste a satisfaction in bestowing it. 
I am at present, I thank heaven and my own industr?, 
worth a good ten thousand pounds and an onljr dangh- 
ter, both which I have determined to give to the most 
worthj of my poor relations. I have sent to summon 
'em. The giri I have bred up under my own eye ; she 
has seen nothing, knows nothing, and has consequently 
no will but mine. Here she comes. 

Enter Lucy. 

Imcv. Did you send for me, papa? 

Good, Yes; come hither, child. I have sent for you 
to mention an affair to you, which you, 1 believe, imye 
not yet thought of. 

'Lucy, I hope it is not to send me to a boarding- 
school, papa. 
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Good, Be not IHghtenod, ny daar efaUd, yon have 
done nothing to oTOnd me. But answer me one qoei- 
tion. What does my little dear think of a hosband ? 

Lmcv, a hosband, papa^ O la! 

Good. Come, it is a question a firl in her sixteenth 
year may answer. Should yon like to hare a hosband, 
Locy? 
• Lucy, And am I to hare a coach? 

Good, A ooaohl No, no : What has that to do with 
a husband ? 

Lucy^ Why yon know, papa, sir John Wealthy's 
daughter was carried away in a coach by her hosband ; 
and I have been told by several of our neighbours 
that I was to have a coach when 1 was married. Indeed 
I have dreamt of it a hundred limes. I never dreamt 
of a hosband in my whole life, that I did not dream of 
a coach. 1 have rid aboot in one all nij^bt in my 
sleep, and methooght it was the purest thiQg in the 
world ! 

Good, Lock op a girl as you will, I find von oannot 
keep her from evil counsellors.^ lAnde] 1 tell you, 
child, you most have no coach with a husoand. 

Imcv, Then let me have a coach without a hnsbaiid. 

Good, What ! had you rather have a coach thno a 
husband? 

. Lucy, Hum^I don't know that— But, if you'll get 
me a coach, let me alone. Til warrant Til get me a 



Do you, papa, but find a coach. 

And leave the other to me, sir; 
For that will make the lover approach. 

And I warrant we shan't disagree, sir. 

No sparks will take to girls that walk, 

I've heard it, and I confide in't: 
Do you then fix my coach and six, 

I warrant I'll get one to ride int, to ride in't. 
I warrant, &o. 
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Oood, The girl b not of i|er wiU ion. [Ande] HtoMj ! 
who pat theie thoaghts into jour head? xoa smll have 
a good sober husband, that will teach you better thincs. 

Lucy. Aj, but I won't though, if i can help it ; for 
miss Jenny Flant-it says, *' A sober husband is the worst 
sort of husband in the world." 

Good. I have a mkid to sound the girl's inclinations. 
[^Atide] Cone hither, Luoy ; tell me now, of all the 
men you ever saw, whom should you like best for a 
husband ? 

Lucy. O fioy' papa ! I must not tell. 

Good, Yes, you may tell your father. 

Lucy. No; Uiiss Jenny says, " I must not tell my 
mind to atiy man whatever." She never tells a word 
of truth to her father. 

Good, Miss Jenny is a wioked girl, and yon most 
sot regard her. Gome, tell me the truth, or 1 shall be 
angry. Tell me, I insist npdn it! 

Lucy. Why tben^ of all the men I ever saw in my 
whole life time, I like Mr.Thoitaas, my lord Bounce's 
footman, the best, a hundred thousand times. 

Good, O fie upon you 1 like a footman ! 

Lucy. A footman! he looks a thousand times more 
like a gentleman, than either squire Foxchase or squire 
Tankard, and talks more like one ; ay, and smells more 
like one too; and he always carries a great swinging 
stick in his hand, as bi^ as himself, that he would 
knock any dog down with who was to offer to bite 
me. A footman indeed ! why, miss Jenny likes him as 
well as 1 do ; and she says, *' All the fine young gentle* 
men, that the ladies in London are so fond of, are just 
suoh persons as he is.*' Eood, I should have had him 
before now, but that folks told me I should have a man 
with a coach, and that methinks I had rather have a 
great deal. 

Good, I am anaaed! but I abhor the meroenary 
temper in the girl worse than ail. [Aiide] What, ohilcl, 
would yon httve any one with a coach? W6uld yoa 
have Mr, Achum f 

Lwy,^ Yes, indeed would I for • eoaoh. 
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Good, Why, he k a cripple, and can scarce wlUk 
across the room. 
Lucy. What signifies that? 

AIR. 

When he in a coach can be oarriedy 

What need has a man to go i 
That w5men for coaches are married^ 

I'm not such a child but I know. 
Bat if the poor crippled elf 

In coach be not able to roam, 
Whj then I ean go by myself, 

^d he may e'en stay at home. 

Enter Blister. 
Blist. Mr. Goodwill, ^oor humble servant. I have 
rode twelve long miles in little more than an hour. I 
am glad to see you so well; I was afraid by jour 



Good. That I had wanted your advice, I suppose ; 
truly, coz, I sent for you on a better account. Lucy, 
this is a relation of yours you have not seen a great 
while; my cousin Blister, the apothecary. 

[BUsUr M^utes her. 

Lucy. O la ! I hope that great huge man is not to be 
my husband. [ilstde. 

BlUt. My cousin is well grown, and looks healthy. 
What apothecary do you employ? He deals in good 
drugs, I warrant him. 

Good. Plain wholesome food and exerdse are what 
she deals in. 

^ Blist. Plain wholesome food is very proper at some 
time of. the year. 

Good. Leave us a little, my dear Lncy, I must talk 
with your cousin. 

Lucy. Yes, papa, with all my heart I hope I shall 
never see that great thing again. \^Ande. Exit* 

Good. I believe you begin to wonder at my mewage, 
and will perhaps more when you know the occasion of 
it. In short, without more preface, 1 begin to find ray 
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self going out of the .world, and my daoghter very 
eager to oome into it. I have, therefore, resolved to 
see her settled without farther delay. Wherefore, as I 
oan give her a soffioient oompetency, 1 have determined 
to marry her to one of my own relations; and have 
sent to several of my kinsmen, of whom she shall take 
her ohoiee; and as yon are the first here, if yon like 
my proposal, yon shall make the first application. 

BUtt. With all my heart, oonsin; and I am very 
mach obliged to yoo. Year daughter seems an agree- 
able yoang woman, and 1 have no aversion to marriage. 
But pray, why do you think yoorself going out of the 
world? Proper oare might continue you in it a con- 
siderable while. Let me feel yoar pulse. 

Good. To oblige you; though 1 am in very good 
health. 

Blist, A little feverish. I would advise you to lose 
a little blood, and take an emulsion, with a gentle 
emetic and cathartic. 

Good, No, no ; I will send my daughter to you ; but 
pnsy keepyour physic to yourself, dear cousin. [Exit, 

Blist. This man is near seventy, and i have heard 
never took any physio in his life, and yet he looks as 
well as if he had been under the doctor^s hands all his 
lifiD-time. Tis strange; but if I marry his dan^rhter, 
the sooner he dies the better. It is an odd whim of 
his to marry her in this manner; but he is verv rich, 
and so, so much the better. What a strange girl it is ! 
No matter, her fortune is never the worse. Oh, here 
comes my mistress.-—— 

Enter Lucy. 
What a plague shall I say to her? I never made love m 
my life. {^Atide, 

Lucy, Papa has sent me hither ; but if it was not 
for fear of a boarding-school, I am sure I would not 
have oome; but they say I shall be whipt there, and a 
husband can't whip me let me do what 1 will; that's 
one good thing. 

Blist, Won^ yoo please to sit down, ooosiji ? 
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Lucy. Yef , tfauk yoa, rir. SiMe I Most sIa^ wicli 
jon, I maj as well sit down as not fSnde, 

Blitt, Pray, cousin, bow do yon ind yonrleir? 

L¥ejf» Find myself! my papa finds me 

Blitt, Yes; How do yon do^ Let me feel your 
pulse. How do yon sleep o'niglits? 

Lucy, How? wky sometimes one wi^, someluBes 
another. * 

^ Blist, But I mean, do yon sleep without interrop- 
tion? Are you not restless? 

Lucy. 1 tumble and toss a good deal semetiaet. 

BUft. Hum ! Pray how long do you usually sleeps 

Lucy, About ten or eleven hours. 

BUtt, Is your stomach good? Do you eat with an 
appetite ? 

Lucy, No, I eat with a knife and fork. 

Blitt, How oAen do yon find in a day any inclina- 
tion to eat? 

Lucy, Not often, unless it be «t breakfast, dinner, 
and supper, and afternoon*s nanoheon. 

BUtt, Hum ! 1 find yon have at present no absdale 
need of an apothecary. 

Lucy, I am glad to hear that. I wish be was 
gone with aU my heart lAtiie, 

BUtt, I suppose, cousin, your lather has men t ioned 
to you the sflair 1 am come upon ; may 1 hope you will 
comply with him in making me the happiest man opon 
earth? 

Lucy, Yon need not ask me, yon know I iBust do 
what he bids me. 
^ BUst. May I then hope yon will make me your 
husband ? 

Lu£y: I must do what he'll have me. 

Blitt, What makes yon cry, miss? Pray tell me what 
is the matter. 

Lucy. No, you will be an^y with me if I tell von. 

Blitt, I angry! it is not in mv power, I ean't be 
angry with yon ; 1 am to be afraid of your mgw, not 
you of mine; I must not be angry with yon irhalevsr 
you do. 
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Lucy, What, masl not joo be aogrj, let me do what 
I willf 

Blitt, No, my dear. 

Lficy. Why then, by golea' I will tell yea.— I bate 
yon, and I can't abide yoa. VTheu rite, 

Blitt* What have I done to deierre yonr batef 

iMcy, Yoo have done nothing: bot yoa are aiieh 
a great ogly thing» I can't bear to look at yoo ; and if 
my papa was to look mf up for a twelvemonth, I 
shoold hate yoo still. 

BUtt. Didf yoo not tell me jott now yon wonld make 
me yonr husband? 

Lttcy. Yes, so I will for all that 

AIR. 

Ah, be not angry, good dear air. 

Nor do not tell papa ; 
For though I can't abide you, sir, 
I'll marry you O la ! 

Blia, Well, my dear, if you can't abide me I can't 
help that, nor yoa oan't help it; and if you will not 
telfyour father, I assure yoo I will not; besides, my 
dear, as for lifciuff me, do not gire yourself any troobJe 
about that, it is the very best reason for marrving me; 
no lady now marries any. one but whom she hates; 
bating one another is the chief end of matrimonv. It 
is what most couples do before they are married, and 
all after it. I fancy you have not a right notion of 
a married life. I suppose you imagine we are to be 
fond, and kiss, and hag one another as long as we live. 

Lucy. Why, an'tweP 

BUsh Ha, ha, ha! an't we? no! How ignorant it 
is ! lAside] Marrying is noMiing but living in the same 
house together, and {^oing by the same name ; while I 
am following my business, you will be following your 
pleasure ; so that we shall rarely meet but at meals, 
and then we are to sit at opposite ends of the table, 
and make faces at each other. 

Lucy. I shall like that prodigiously. Ah, but there 
is one thing though— au't we to sleep together? 



12 THB VIRGIN UNMASKED. 

Biiit* A fortui^ht, no longer. 

Lucy. A fortoiglit! tfaak'i a Jong time: bot it will 
toon M over. 

Blist. Ay, and then yon may hare any one else. 

Lucv, May I? then Til have Mr. Thomas, by jsoIm ! 
why tuis is pare; la! they told me other stones. I 
thought when 1 had been married I mast have neirer 
liked any one bot my husband, and that if I shoold 
he would kill me; bot I thought one thing tboogh 
with myself, that I coald like another man without 
letting him know it, and then a fig for him. 

Blist. Ay, ay, ther tell children strange stories; I 
warrant they blare told yon, you most be gorerned by 
your husband. 

Lucy. My papa tells me so. 

Bliit. Bot all the married women in Bngland will 
tell you another story. 

Lucy. So the? hare already; for they say I most 
not be gorerned by a husband ; and they say another 
thing too, that ron will tell me one story before mar- 
riage and another afterwards, for that marriage alters 
a man prodigioosly. 

Blist^ No, child, I shall be just the same creators I 
am now, unless in one cironmstanee ; I shall hare a 
huge pair of horns on my head. 

Lucy. Shall ron? that's pore: ha, ha! what a comical 
figure you will make! But how will you make 'em 
grow? 

Blist. It is rou that will make 'era grow. 

Lucy. Shall I? by goles! then ril do't as soon as 
erer i can; for I long to see 'em ! Do tell me how I 
shall do it. 

Blist. Erery other man you kiss, I shall hare a pair 
of horns grow. 

Lucy. By goles, then yon shall hare horns enow; 
bat I mnoy yon are joking me now. 
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Duet. — Blisteb and Lucy. 
Lucy, Ah, sir, I a^ess 

You are a fibbing ereatare : 
Blitt, BecaoMi dear miss, 

Yoa know not homan natare. 
Lticy. Married men, i'JI be sworn, 
I have seen withoot a horn. 
Bliti, Ab, child ! joa want art to aniock it: 
The secret here lies, 
Men now are so wise, 
Thej carry their horns in their pocket. 

Iaicu, Bat joo shall wear joars on your head, for I 
shall like them better than any other thing aboat yon. 

B/ut. Well then, miss, I may depend upon you. 

Lucy, And may I depend upon yon i 

BUtt, Yes, my dear. 

Lucy, Ah, but don't call me so ; I hate yon shoold 
call me so. 

BUtt. Oh, child, all married people call one another 
my dear, let 'em hate one another as much as they .will. 

Lucy. Do they? Well then, my dear— Hum! I think 
there lis not any great matter in the word neither. 

Blist, Why, amongst yonr fine gentry there is scarce 
any meaning in any thing they say. Well, I'll go to 
yonr papa, and tell him we have agreed upon matters, 
and have the wedding instantly. 

Lucy, The sooner the better. 

Blitt, Your servant, my pretty dear. lExit, 

Lucy, Yoor servant, my dear. Nasty, ((reasT, ugly 
fellow. Well, marriage is a charming thing tboogh ; 
I lon/i^ to be marriefTmore than ever 1 did for any 
thing in my life ; since I am to govern, I'll warrant I'll 
do it purely. By goles, I'll make him know who is at 
home. Let me see. Til practise a little. Suppose that 
ohair was my husband ; and, eoodi by all I can find, a 
chair is as proper for a husband as any thing else': now 
says my husband to me, *< How do you do, my dear?" 
-—'* Lard, my dear, I don't know bow I do! not the 
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better for yoa." — ** Pray, mj dear, let qs diue early 
to-day."—" Indeed, my dear, I canV— " Do yon ii»- 
tend to go abroad to-day?"—** No, my deair."— " Tben 
yoa will sUy at borne.''—" No, my dear."— << Shall we 
ride out?"- ** No, my dear."— ^* Sball we go a visitiiig?" 
— " No, my dear." I will never do any tbing I an 
bid, that I am resolved ; and tfaeo Mr. Thomas, O 
good ! I am oat of my wits. v / 

Enter Coupee. /V. 
Heyday ! what fine gentleman is thisr 

Coup, Cousin, yoor most obedient amf devoted 
homble serrant 

Lucy, I 6nd this is one of yoor fine gentry, by his 
not haTiitf any meaning in hb words. . ^Aside. 

Coup. 1 have not the honour to be known to yoa, 
ooasin ;. bat year fotfaer has been so kind as to give me 
admission to your fiiir hands. 

lAtcy. O gemini caaoer ! what a fine oharmtng man 
this isT 

Coup, My name, madam, is Coupee, and I have the 
honour to be a dancing-master. 

Lucy. And are yoa come to teaoh me to danee? 

Coup, Yes, my dear, I am come to teaoh yoa a very 
pretty danoe. Did yon never learn to dance? 

lAicy, No, sir ; not I, only Mr. Thomas taught me, 
one, two, three. 

Coup, That is a very great fanlt in your eduestion, 
and it will be a great happiness for yon to amemi it, 
by having a danoing-master for your husband. 

Lucy. Yes, sir, bat I am not to have a dancing- 
master: my papa says 1 am to have a nasty stinking 
apothecary. 

Coup, Yoor papa says ! What signifies what joat 
papa says ? 

iMcy. What, most I not mind what my papa saya? 

Coup, No, no, yon are to follow your own indina* 
tions. I think if she has any eyes I mpiy venture to 
trust 'em. [Aiide] Your iather is a very oomicat queer 
M fellow, a very odd kind of a silly feUow, and you 
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oaght to laagh at him. I uk pardon liionfh for mj 
freeiloni. 

lAicy, Yon need not ask my pardon, for I am not at 
all angrj ; for, between yon and I, I think him as odd 
queer a fellow as you can do for your life. I hope yon 
won't tell him what I say. 

Coup. I tell him ! 1 hate him for his barbarous nsage 
of yon; to lock up a young lady of beauty, wit, and 
spirit, without ever snfTering her to learn to danoe! 
Why, madam, not learning to dance is absolute ruin 
to a young lidy. I suppose he took care enough yon 
should learn to read. 

hucy. Yes, I can read very well, and write a letter 
too. 

Covup, kjt there it is: why now that's more than I 
can do. Ail parents take .care to instruct their chil- 
dren in low mechanical things, while the genteel 
sciences are neglected. Forgive me, madam, at least, 
if I throw myself at your feet, and tow never to rise 
till lifted up with the elevated fire of your smiles. 

Lactf, Lard, sir! I don't know what to say to these 
fine things. He's a pore man. [Aade* 

Coup, Might I hope to obtain the least spark of your 
love, the least spark, madam, would blow up a fiame in 
me that nothing ever could quench. O hide those 
lovely eyes, nor dart their fiery rajs upon me, lest I 
am consumed. Shall I hope you will think on me? 

Ltucy* I shall think of yon more than I will let you 
know. [J»<ie. 

C<mp, Will you not answer me ? 

Liury. La! yon make me blush so, I know not what 
to say. 

Coup. Ay, that is from not having learnt to danoe. 
A dancing-master wonld have cured her of that Let 
me teach you what to say, that I may hope yon will 
condescend to make me yonr husband. 

Lttcu. No, I won't say that; bol~if yon'U wait a 
fortnight— 

Coup, A fortnight! bid me live to the age of — *- 

of Mr. What'a-bia-name, the oldest man that ever 

lived. 
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Lucy, Mr. Mothosalem. 

Coup, Ay, yoa are right, Mr. JeruMlem ! live a forC- 
night after you are married ? No, anless yoa resolre to 
have me, I will resolve to pot an end to myself. 

Lucy. O do not do that ; but indeed I never can 
have yoo: and the apothecary says, no womim marries 
any man she does not hate. 

Coup. Ha, ha, ha! Such mean fellows as those every 
fine lady most hate ; but when they marry fine gentle- 
men, they love them as long as they live. 

Lucy. O but I wonld not have you think I love joo. 
I assure you I don't love yon; I have been told I mast 
not tell any man I love him ; I don't love you,- indeed 
I don't. 

Cmip. But ma;f I not hope yon will ? 

Lucy. Lard, sir, 1 can't telp wlwt you hope; it is 

2|oal to me what you hope. Miss Jenny says I must 
ways give myself airs to a man I like. [^Aside. 

Coup. Hope, madam, at least, yon may allow me ; 
the oroellest of yonr sex the greatest tyrants deny not 
hope. 

Lucjf. No, 1 won't give yon the least cmmb of hope. 
Hope indeed! what do yon take me for? I'll assare 
you ! No, 1 would not give yon the least bit of hope, 
though I was to see you die before my fiioe. It ia'a 
pore thing to give one's self airs. lAtide. 

Coup. Since nothing but my death will content yoo, 
yoo shall be satisfied even at that price. J[Pu//« out his 
Kitt] Ha! cursed kitt! I have no other instrument of 
death about me than a sword, which won't draw. Bot 
I have thought of a way ; within the orchard there is 
an apple-tree ; there, there, madam I yoo shall see me 
hanging by the neck, dingle dangle. 

There shall yon see year dincing'-nualer die; 
As Bateman hang'd for love— e'en so will I. 

' Lucy. O sUy ! La, sir, yoo're so hasty : most I tell 
Tou the first time I see you : miss Jenny Plant-H his 
been courted these two years by half a doaen men, 
and nobody knows which she'll have yet, andmost not 
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I be conrted at all? I wiU be ooarted, indeed to I 
will. 

Coup. And so yon sbtU ; I wiU eonrt yov after we 
are married. 

Lucy* Bat will yoo indeed ? 

Coup, Yes, indeed : bot if I shoald not| there are 
others enough that will. 

Lucy, Bot I did not tUnk married women had ever 
been oonrtiBd tboagb. 

Coup, That's all owing to tonr not learning to dance ! 
why there are abnndanoe of women who marry for nO 
otiwr reason, as there are several men who nerer court 
any but married women. 

Lacv, WeH then I don't mooh care if I do maity 
yoa: bat hold, there is one thing>->but that does not 
maon signify. 

Coup, WhtX is it, my dear ? 

lAicy. Only I promised the apotbeoary just now^ 
that's all. 

Gotip. Well, shall I fly then, and pot every thing 
in reaoiness P 

Lucy, Ay do ; Fm ready. 

Coup, One kiss before 1 go, my dearest angel ; and 
now one, two, three, and a war. \_Exft dancing, 

Lucy, Oh dear, sweet man f he's as handsome as an 
angel, and u fine as a lord : he is handsomer than Mr. 
Thomas, and, ecod ! almost as well drest I see now 
why my father wonld never let me learn to dance. 
For. by goles! if all dancing-masters be sooh fine men 
as this, 1 wodder every woman does not dance away 
with one. 

AIR. 

Oh, how charming my life will be. 
When marriage has made me a fine lady ! 
In chariot, six horses, and diamonds bright. 
In Flanders lace and 'broidery clothes, 
O how I'll flame it among the beaux ! 
In bed all the day, at cards all the night, 
Oh how ril revel the hours away ! 
Sing it, and danee it, ooqaet it, and play ; 
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With fmBling, toasliog, jestiog^, roislinn^, 
Rantam, soantom, flaonting, jaantiiig, 
' Xiaag^biog at all the world can saj. 

Ola! whatVhere? another bean! 

Enter Quaver, 

Qiutt). Madam, yoar sdrvant I suppose mj ooosin 
Goodall has told joa of the happiness he desi^s me. 
. Lucy. No, sir, my papa has not told me any things 
about yoii. Who are you, pray ? 

Quav. I have the honour of being a distant relation 
of yours, and I hope to be a nearer one : my name is 
Quaver, madam ; I have the honour to teach some of 
the first quality to sing^. 

Lucy, And are you come to teach me to sing ? 

Quav, I like her desire to l^trn to sing; it is a 
proof of an excellent understanding. [^Aside] Ye», 
madam, I will be proud to teach you any thing in mj 
power ; and do believe I shall not yield to any one iu 
the science of singing. 

Lucy, Well, and I shall be glad to learn ; fojr I have 
been told I have a tolerable voice, only I don't know 
the notes. 

Quav, That, madam, may be acquired, a voice can> 
not : a voice must be the gift of nature, and it is the 
greatest gift nature can bestow. All other perfections, 
without a voice, are nothing at all. Music is allowed 
by all wise men to be the noblest of the sdenoes: who- 
ever knows music, knows every thing. 

Lucy, Gome then, begin to teach me, for I long to 
learn. 

Quav, But at present I have somethiog of a difiereot 
nature to sav to you. 

Lucy, Wuat have you to say ? 

AIR. — QUAVER. 

Dearest charmer ! 

Will you then bid me lell. 

What you dlBoero so well. 
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By mj expiring ngbs, 

My doatiug ejes, 

My doating eves. 
Look tbroogb the instructive grove. 
Each object prompts to love ; 
AH nature tells yoa what Td say. 

Lucy, O charming ! delightfal ! 
Quav. May I hope you'll grant — -• 
Lucy, Now yon shall hear my song. 



As I was a walking one morning in May, 
I heard a young damsel to sigh and to say. 
My true love has left me, 'twas but yesterday 
He took his leave of me, and so went away. 

The very next time that I did him see. 
He vow'd to be constant, be constant to me ; 
I ask'd him his name, and he made this reply, 
ItisT,I,M,0,T,H,Y, 

Says he, if voull wed me, pray tell me your mind, 
A nusband I'll make you both loving and kind ; 
And now to the church, my dear, let us repair. 
Ne'er mind your P, A, T, H, £, R. 
My Other's' possessed of nine hundred a year. 
And I am bis daughter and only heir. 
Not a farthing of fortune he'll give me, I fear. 
If I marry with Y, O, U, my dear. 
They went to the church and were married, they say. 
And went to the father the very same day ; 
Saying, honoured father, we tell unto thee, 
That we're M, A, R, R, I, E, D. 
With that the old codger began for to stare, 
' You've married my daughter and only heir j 
But since it is so^ to it I comply, 
With T, I, M, O, T, H, Y. 

Another song, and Til do Uny thing. 
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Detrest creatare! 
Pride of Dfttare t 
All joor glanoeB 
Give me tnDces. 
Dearest, &C. 

Quao. May I hope joo^Jl be mine? 
Lucy, Will joa charm ne so ererj daj ? 
Quav. And every nigirt too, my angel. 

Re-enter Coupee. 

C(mp, Heyday! what do I see? my mislreaa ui" 
another man's arms? [Ande'\ Sir, will yon do me the 
faironr to tell me what Dusiness yon have with that ladjr ? 

Qttoo. Pray, sir, be so good as to tell me what boch 
ness yon have to ask? 

Coup, Sir! 

Quav, Sir! 

Coup. Sir, this lad J is mj mistress. 

Quav, I beg to be excused for that, sir. 

Coup. Sir! 

Quao. Sir! 

Dust.— CouFBE a»u{Qi7AVEB. 
Coup, Bxcoseme, sir; sounds! what d'ye x 

I hope yon don't give me the lie. 
Quav, Sir, you mistake me quite and clean 5 

Indeed, good sir, not I. 
Coup. Zounds, sir, if yon had, I'd been mad. 

But I'm very glad that you don't. 
Quav, Do you ohallengo me, sir,^ 
Coup, Not I, indeed, sir. 
Quav, Indeed, sir, I'm yery glad on't. 

Lucy, Pray, gentlemen, what's the matler ? 1 1 
yon speak to me, one of you. 

Coup, Have I not reason? Did I not find yon ia kb 
arms? 

Quav, And have I not reason? Did he not say you 
was his mistress to my lace i 
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AlB.— LUCY. 

Did mortal e'er see two wn/h fools ? 

For nothioz they're goings to fijipht ; 
I beg^ to fioa men are bat tools, 

And both with a whisper IMI bite. 
VUch yoQ I am ready to go, sir, 

rii give Vother fool a rebuff; [To Coupee. 

Stay yoD bat a fortDight, or so, sir, 
1 warrant I'll grant you enough. [To Quaver. 
Qucm. Damnation! 
Coup. Hell and confusion! 

[They draw. Lucy runs out. 

Re-enter Blister. 
BUst. For heaven's sake, gentlemen, what's the 
matter? I profess I am afraid you are both disordered. 
Pray, sir, give me leave to feel your pulse; 1 wish you 
are not Jightp-headed. 

Re-enter Goodwill. 

Gdod. Heyday ! what, are you foucing here, gentle- 
men? 

BUxt. Fencings quotha ! they have limost fejaoed me 
out of my senses I am sure. 

Coup. I shall take another time. 

Quav. And so shall I. 

Good. I hope there is bo to^r between you. You 
are nearer relations than you imagine to each other. 
Mr. Quaver, you was sent out of England ^oung; and 
you, Mr. Coupee, have lived all your life-time in JLion- 
don; but I assure you, you are oousia-germaBS ; let 
me introduce you to each other. 

Quito. Dear cousin Coupee. 

BUst. It's but a blow and a kiss with these sparks, I 
find. 

Coup. I tbougbi there was something about him I 
could not hurt. 

Good. Ilere's another retalion too, whom you do not 
know. This is Mr. JSlister, son to yoor uncle JBlis&er* 
the apothecary. 
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Coup, I hope jou will exoase our ignorance. 

BlUt, Yea, consin, with all mj heart, rioce there is 
no harm come on't* Bot if jou will take m j advice, 
jrou shall both immediately lose some blood, and I will 
order each of you a little gentle phjnc. 

Good. Crcntl^men, I sent for you on a very particolar 
affair. In shorty I hare resolved to dispose of my 
daughter to one of my relations; and if yoa sboald 
happen to be her choice [To Quaver. 

BlisU That's impossible, for she has promised me 
already. 

Coup, And me. 

Qtiav. And me. 

Good. Her own choice mast determine; and if that 
falls on you, Mr. Blister, I must insist on your leaving 
off your trade and living here with me. 

BUst. No, sir, I cannot consent to leaving off my 
trade. 

Good. Pray, gentlemen, is not the request reasonable? 

Quav. Coup, Oh, certainlv, certainly. 

Coup. Ten thousand ponncls to an apothecary, indeed! 

Quav. Not leave off bis trade! 

Coup, If I had been an apothecary, I believe I should 
not have made many words. 

Good. I dare swear you will not, cousin, if she should 
make choice of you. 

Coup. There is some difference though between us; 
mine is a genteel profession, and I shall not leave it off 
on any account. 

Good. V\\ be judged by Mr. Quaver here, who has 
been abroad and seen the world. 

Quav. Very reasonable, very reasonable. This man» 
I see, has excellent sense, and can distinguish between 
arts and sciences. 

Good. I am confident it would not be easy to prevail 
on 3rou to continue the ridiculous art of teaching people 
to sing. 

Quav. Ridiculous art of teaching to sing! Do yoa 
call music an art, which is the noblest of aH sciences? 
I thought yon a mftn of sense, but I find— ^ 
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' Ccup, Aud I find too ■ ■ ■ 

Blist, And to do I. — No man need.be ashamed of 
marrying his daughter to a practitioner of phjsic. 
Without physicians, who would know when he was well ? 

Couv, If it was not for danoinjr-masters, men might 
as well walk upon their heads as their heels. 
> Qtiov. And if it was not for singing-masters, they 
might as well all have been born dumb. 

uood. Ha ! Confusion ! What do I see? my daughter ^ 
in the hands of that fellow. 

Re-^nter Lucy, with Thomas. 

Lucy. Pray, papa, give me your blessing: I hope 
you won't be angry with me, but I am married to Mr. 
Thomas. 

Good. O Locy, Locy!. is this the retorn yon make 
to my fatherly fondness? 

Lucy. Dear papa, fornire me, I won't do so any 
more. Indeed I should liave bcien perjured if I had 
not had him. And I had not had him neither, but that 
he met me when I was frightened, and I did not know 
what I did. 

Good. To marry a footman ! 

Tho. Why, look ye, sir, I am a footman, 'tis true, 
but I have good acquaintance in life, and when I have 
other clothes on, and money in my pocket, I trust that 
by my future conduct I shall not pro?e myself totally 
■nworthy your regard. 

Good. Ha ! thoa talk'st like a pretty sensible fellow ; 
and I don't know whether my daughter has not made a 
better choice than she oould have done among her 
booby relations ; for I am now convinced *tis less difficult 
to raise a fortune, than to find one worthy to inherit it. 

Finale. — Blister, Coupee, Quaver, and Luct. 

Blist, Had your daughter been physio'd well, sir, as 
she ought, 
With bleeding and blister, emetic and draught, 
Tlus footman had never been onoib in her tlKMight, 
With his down, down, &c. 
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Coup, Had pretty miss been at a daiioiDg:-8ehooI hnd. 
Had her feet bat beeo taught the right manner to Ireid, 
Vm sure 'twould have put better things in her head. 
Than his down, down, &c. 

Qtnrv. Had she learn'd, like fine ladies, instead of her 
pra/er», 
To languish and die at Italian soft airs, 
A footman had thus never tickled her ears, 
WUh his down, down, &e. 

Lucy, Yon may physic, and music, and dancing en- 
hanoe, 
In one I have got them all three by good chance ; 
My doctor he*li be, and he'll teach me to danoe, 
With his down, down, &c. 

Let not a poor farce, then, nice critics pnrsue. 
Bat like honest^faearted good-natur'd men do. 
And clap to please os^ who have toil'd to please you, 
With our down, down, &o. 

Chorus, Let not a poor farce, then, &e. 
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